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Y Father is deceaſt,come WET? 

And ſharethe Kingdomewith thy deerell friend. 
Ah words that make meſutfertwith delight, - 
What greater blifſe can bapto/Geweſon, 


Then live and be theFavorite of a King? - 
Sweete Prince | come: Theſetheſe, thy amorous lines 
Might hauecnforſtmeto haueſwym from France, 
And like Leander galpt vpon the ſand, 
So thou would(ſt (mileand rs in thigcarmes, 
 Thelight of London tomy exil'deyes, 
Isas Elizium to anew come ſoule, 
Not that I louethe City orthernen, ., 
But that it harbors him "1 holdſo deere 
The King,vpon whole — 
And with the per be Rill at enmi 
What need the Artickepeoplc lous! 
Fo whom the ſunne ſhines both by hoes e ch 
Farewell baſe (togping/tothe Lugdl 
My knees ſhall ow to ndnebutto rp hl 
As for the multitude that are butſparkes 
Rakt vpin embers,of cheirpouerty, 
Tani: lle fahiie firſt onthe windey |. --- 
Thatglauncethat ny: fiyeth wk: 
But _ now,what arethele?" c:: 1 
 Emtey three PRehn We. | 
Poore men. Such ag .delire yaur worlbipsleri uice. 
Gaueft, Wharcandthoudoe? + _- | 
1. Poore. catyridg.'s!: 36 FLOG 8 
Ganeſt, Burk laveno fiorle. Wnt anthou? 
2, Poore,'A Traveller. 
* Ganeſt, Letme ſcexhou would doemell | 
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3. Poere, ASouldier that hath ſerued \. rn {_gy | 

Gave; Whyzthere arc Hoſpitals forſuch as you, .... - 

I haue no warre,and therefore Sir be gone. 
Soil. Farewtll,and periſh by a Souldiers hand, 

That would'ſt reward them with an Hoſpitall, 
Gan. 1,1, theſe words of his moue.me as much 

As if a Gooſe ſhould play the Porcupine 

And Gart her Plurmes,thinking to pierce my breft, 

Bur yctit is no paine toſpeake men faire, 

Ile flatter theſe,and make them luein hope: 

You know that I camelately out of France, 

And yet I hauenotveiwd my LordtheKiong: 

if I ſpeede well, ile entertaine you all. 
Omnes, Wethanke your worſhip. 
Gas, | haue ſome buſineſſe,leaue me:to-my lelte. 
Omnes. We will waite hereaboutthe Court, Exrmnr. 
Gan. Do : theſeare not menfor me, 

{ muſt haue wanton Poets,Pleaſant wits, 

Muſitians that with touching of a ſtring 


- May draw thepliant Kitng which way | pleaſe: 


Muticke and Poetry is his delight, 
Therefore ile bave Italian Maskes by night, 

Sweete ſpeeches, Comedies,and plealing ſhoes, 
And intheday when be ſhall walke abroad, 

1.ike S:/uia» Nimphs my Pages ſhall be clad, 

My men like Satyres grazing on the Lawnes 
Shall with their Goate-feete dance the Anticke Hay, 
Sometime a louely Boy in Diaxs ſhape, . 

With haire that gilds the Water as it glides, 
Crownets of Pearleabouthis naked armes, 

Aad in bis{portfullhans an Olivetree, 

To hidethoſe parts which men delighteo ſee, . 

Shall bath him ina Spring,and therehard by 
Onelike 4Zeenpeeping through the Grove, . 

Shall by the | be transformd, | 
Andrunninginthe likenefſeofan Hart, -- 


Ke of Edward theſawd,”. — | 
4 rf FE wn 


M My Lord heepcomeshe King and Noble 
From the Parlament,ilelandadie, - 
| Emer the King, Lancafier, Mortimer ſevier, PIER js 


wor, E, Earle of Kent, Guy Earle EPSON: | b 
Ed, LOGS | i 
Col of Lacan deere 
Ed. Will you not grant methis?in ſpiceof them - ; 

He haue my "cod ek no Mine | Wc: 
That croſſe me thus, ſhall knowT am diſplcas'd, | 


Afor.fe. If you loue vamy Lord, bate Ganeftone! i 
Gass! The Villaine Aſortewer,ile be [eur Gag F 
Mor. in. Mine Vocle here;this Earle, and Ly lll is 
Were ſwornego your father at bis death, 8 


Thathe acrereturne into the Realme: $ 
And know myLord, ere I will breakemy oath, © - A 
T his frond of minerha ould offend your foes, -—; 
And vn nkihy Bannersmarch whowill, tj" 4 
For Arrimer will hang his Armor vp, K7-6 5 
V Ed. Well Merrimer, ile make thee rue theſe words. | * I 
| Beſeemes wugrmabayo ona pom. k 
Frounſt thou therear af] I 
The Sword ſhall plainethe wake browes, lk 
pert ee ns! i 
os. M ann thus incenſe yourP þ 
Lav. ou ce yourPeeres, \'W 
- That naturally 4 ee=3 Cot J henye &y i 
Bur for reery M4 and obſcure Gavefton, I 
Foure Ie I beſides Lancalies Wo 


mm IEEE 
T hereforeif bebe coity/expelltiia-ſiraight: ,- 

Ed, Barons andEarles;your pit malememacs, 
Bucnowle ſpeakeyandto the prootehaps;! 210.] (14 
I doeremember in myfahers 82jes,: */16\1tc] 9:54 ors Th | 
Lord Pizrcy of the Notth'beiny highly mou 7 "VR 
Brauw'd Miibpy th preſcigee oftheKing)! EVP 
For which had not his highnetle lou'd ham well, 

He ſhou!d have loll his head,but with his:l0oke; ... 
The vadauntedſpirſe of Parme kits appaenyds C 
And Monbrayand hewete reconoiides! 451 [7 1 
Yet dare you Erawbehe King vatd his face. - :: 1.) »j | 
Brother ri ph let cheſecheirheads,. «dT 
' Preach y x cord fortivipotfeofrhelrcongues, = & 
War. out h SW, 20160) 18fÞ + 


' Edw. Yyours,and cherefore | nould millyyou was: 
War, Bridlethj ang ger 8entle 2a Wo. 
Ador, ihe | Cantior Red | vall nor "a ſparks: . 
Coſin, oft habds PRgpelhall 9601-005 a/c 1b 
And {trike oF firs thr akes yourhreater! ys. . 4, We iT 
Come vaclefetysleane the brainticke Kiogr, ;»-/, !'2!2 
And henctfoth ply with-our hakeddwords... IEE 


Mer. (ce. Wilddhitt hathifien tyoughito ſuc arcade; 
Mar, AN Warwickſhire will love him bes. no 
Lon) A HOU a Gd: fnntkroaptends 
Adew my Lord,andeichd+changeyourmjode,-.--)- 77 
ory Wc ſce the Throne where youſtiogld (3 Pro If 
Too 4] _ warren gdoem ro head; 10442 91 T 
The ed ORTRIOWAS... >. bath 
PH Reb MD 2G2t Tt. 
Edw,  cxnorrookedeſebmutomms: P 
AmlIaKin =oy _y *ha operculde; |! 7) >. 
' Brother dif, ty ry Enfigne th hdd.) 14 nv. 
Ile bandy LA be :9dthe'Earkcsii: won dtT 
Nee Geof Ree R AN Ga $2 Sino 4ndty 5 » 
Gaze. 1 can no longer keepe mefrommyLard... 
Edw, What Gerffreguchome ileuo my hand; . 
Einbrace meGaweſtone as 1 da thee: 
Why ſlould{t tfionkneele, 
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Know'ſtthou nor who kh.s te "* 
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Not Hilas: 
Not Fi ma more moment A 
Gave, And lince I wenefrpcahence,no fop! pack | 


Hath felt moretormentthen i bib 1s 
Ed. I know itz Brat IaInY 

Andrh En ene n 

And that eo erg. « cpa 

I haue my wiſh ia that Lioythy | nets 'n 

And ſooner ſhallthe Sea orew my. 

Thea beare the Shipthat ſhallcranſj Noe.” 

I heere createther Lord high.Chamberlaine, Pm) 

Chiefe Secretary tothe State and me, nom! 

Earle of Cornwall, Kiog and Lord - ik 8" 
Gave, My Lordtbele Titles farre cxceede my vonk,.. 
Kent. Brocherthdlea(doftheſemay well luffics. 

For one of greaterbirth then. 

Edw, Ceaſe brothtr,For Icmnortrcakerheemack./ 
Thy worth {weee friend is farreaboue iy Shs. F, LA 
Therefore to quallie,receive my bear, . Gf 
If for theſe dignities thou[beenuicd,: . TW ent 4 
Ile giue thee more, forbut to honour thee, 


Is Edwardpleas dwith regiment, - 
F, earlt how thy DS lmwogmed 
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The Th TH 
That wert the only cauſe of nite. 51.16 
Gaze. Tis truc,andbutfor reverence of th 
T hob thouldſtnbt dio die foore beyond hivplted”* 
pd ok | did nomorethen I'was bound to do, 
a_ avefhon veleite thon be rechaimd, - 
Athep 1 did incenſe the Pariament, 2 
detdep ti wes thouThale back to France. 
ws Saving your reuerence,youmult pardon me. 
E4, Throw off hisgolden Miter,rend his [tole, 
And inthe channell chriften him anew. 
Kent, Ahdrorher,lay not violenthandson: him, 
For heeldedmphiih#viNG the Sea of Rome. 
Gare, ].et him complaine vntothe ſea of hell; 
Ile bereueng'd on him for my exile. 
Eadw, No,ſpare his lite,bucſeize vpon his goods, 
Be thou Lord Biſhop, and receiue kis rents, 
And make himſernetheeas thy Chaplaine, 
I give himthee,hecrevſehim asthow wile, 
Gane. He ſhall to priſon;and there dyein boks. 
Eds, | tothe Tower;the Fleete, or where thou wile: 
Bfv. For this offence be thou accurſt of God. 47 
Edw, Whoſe thete?: Conuey this Prieſt tothe Tower. | 
Bis, True,trde: 1 
Edw. But inthe meanetime Qibefinaoy, +; 
Andrtake) on of his houſe and goods: 
Come follow me,and thou ſhalthaue my Guard 
To ſeeit meh and brivg thee fafeagaine. 
Gaze, What ſhould @Prieftdo with ſo fairea hou, 
A priſon may beſtbeſeemebis bolinetſe. © - - 
Enter both the Mortimer: Warwicke 
__ © and Lancaſter... 
War. Tis rrue,the Biſhop isinthe Tower,. | 
And goods and bodygiueato Gaweſton, | 
Lan, Whar? will they tyrannize vpon the Church? - 
This ground eto comugreSnithchet ſteps, 
$ground is 
Salle heirtelllepucber or. mine,” /, 


Horm. Well, letthat pecuiſh 
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 Andall the Court 


Ator ſo, How now,why.dtoog 
Ader. is, Wherefore is 
Les, That Villaine G | 
Ator. ſe, An Earle! AC EPEGE | 
War. I,and belides I RnG, 
And Secretary too,and Lard of _ 
Afor. ſe. We may not nor we will not ſuffer chis, 
or. is, Why poll we not from hence to leuie men? 
Lan, My Lord of Cornewall now at every word, 
- And tone mben he vouchlafes 
For vailing of his banner one good looke, 
Thus arme in arme;the King and he doth march: 
Nay more,the Guard vpoa his Lordſhip waites: 
v5 co flatter him, 
Far, Thus leaning on the pouldee of he arp K 
He nods, and (cornesand {miles attboſe that 
Ator. ſe. Doth po man take exceptions 
Las. All tomack him,but  xcptiosath nt 
Ator.is, Abthat bewrayes their baſcnelſeLancalter, 
Were all the Earles and T—_ of 5 6 . 
ou_ y 7 oo ERROR £ 
And at the Court gate | 
Who1ſwolne kc P 7 wee Pride, 
Will be the ruine ofthe realmeand va. 
Enter the Biſbop of Camerbury, _ q or | 
War. Heere comes my Lord of CIO FAKS W 
Lan. Hircounrevangabeyraye be is dſpleas — 
Zifs; Firlt were his ſacred garmentsrent and rome, 
Then laid GT OL. 
Hitlebopr a IOAR 'S,.. 
This certifiethe Pc ” | ad + 


antrplog mo, nn 1 (tt; T7 [vet 
Bife, Whae lie my Tone nine 
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The Biſhopricke of Conentryis his, bb” 
'- Enter the Dncens, nh, 
Aer. in Madame;whither walkes your matethy.ſofa(t? 
nc, Vnto the Forreſt petie Morrimer, - 
Tolivein oricte and balefull diſcontent, x 
For now my LordrheKin 257 ment, 


Bur dotes vpon the joue C9 
Heclaps his cheekes and hangs cn ht ncoke, 
Smiles in his face, and whiſpers ia hiseares, - .* 
And when I come,he frowneszas who ſhould ſay, 
Goe whither thou wilt ſeeing I hane Ganeftor, 
Afor, ſe. Isit not irangethat heis thus bewitcht? 
Mer. in, Madame, returne vato the Court againe: 
That ſlye inveigling Frenchman weele cxile, 
Or loſeour lives: and yet ere that day come, 
The Kiog ſhall loſe his crowne, for we haue power, 
And courzgetooto berevengde atfull. - 1 
Bifs, But yerlifr not your ſwords againſt theKing:. 
Lan. No, "bur weele "lf Gaueſlon from hence: | 
War. And watre muſt bethe meanes,or hele Ray fi ail 
Lune, Then lethim (teyfor raherthenmy Lord: 
Shall be oppreſtwith civil ravrihies, (IE 
- E-will endure a melancholly life, - ms) 
And let bim frollicke witty his Minton, 
Biſh. My Lordsto eafe all this, but henzs me beddix/ 
We angthereſt that arehisCounſelHors:: 
Wilfnicere,arid with generall conſenr;* | | 
Confirme his baniſhmentwitlout bandsaod Ieblew.\ 
Lan, Whate confirme the King will fruftrace. 
Ator, ab ny ay we fawfully reuolyfrom him... 7 
War. y my Lord;where this me be2.. 
_ Buſh, At thenew Fetnple. (-"- : "ot FT 2721 Ry 17 
"v5.39, Contents 115 - = 7 rotvoalk v7 ws 
Andimthe meaneninitite itereac you atly We 
To crolſero Lanbethnditere eywkbme 
"Law. ComerherrTets away. Fra 
Mor. in, Madame fatenel} 
wv, Farewal Free Arvind form ley. 
Forbeare 


» 


> nad KPRRT 
4” mu S355: —— 


Were la King —=< 


. "3. k 7 ©. - > a 
{7 l - has”. 1 * p F- [ * <©Y - a »* _— TH F- 
. 
of Edward the ſecond, - 


Forbeare to leuie —ann— £9 
Aor, in. I, if ARTE 


Emter Cane fvanndebe Barks Sw 

| Gane. Edmond the tnighty Prince of Lancaſter, 
That hath more Earſedomeschenan Aﬀecanbeare, 
And both the Ifortimers two y men, 
Wirh Gay of Warwickethatredoubred Knight, 
Are gone toivhrde Lambeth, therelctchem remaine, 

Emer Nobtes, extust. 

Lan, Heere is the forme of Gawelows miles pg: 4 
May ic pleaſe your Lordſhip toſubſcribe: your name, 

B15. Giue methe' Paper, 

Lan, Quickequicke my Lord: 


Ilong to write my name. 


War, But Ilong moreto ſee hint baniſhe hence. 
CIor. in, The name of Mortimer ſhall fright che King, 
Valeile he be declind from thar baſe Peſanr. , 
Ente+ the King avid Gavefton, - 
Edw, Whattare you thou'd that Gawe/fon (i ts heere? 
It is our pleaſure, we ? Will haueir ſo; | 
- | Lay, YourGractdothwelltoplace him by-your (i ( de, 
For no u here efferfienewFEarleis fo fafe. 
tor. ſe, What man 'of nodledirch.can nw chis light 


Duam male conuenmntt ** B19 AA 


See whit a kcornefitookdthe Peſanteaſts, 7 XZ 
Penb. CanKi yons fawne or creepi Ants 
War, [onoble, yt ov mover wn, 317: ft 47 

Aſpir'ſt vnto the guidance of the Sunhe, - / .» .- 

Mer ju. Their cou is at hand;their forcesdown) 

We will rjot thus be fed andover-peer'd, hl ns 
Eq, Fo, hands oh thitFrayror Afortiuep,” >. 1 
Mir«ſe. Lay thahds otythat Traycor Ganeftts, » 

K ent, Kit doe the you owe your "m_ 
War, Weknow © es,let him know hi 
Eaw. = 
Aor, fe. Wegreno tray thiemes toe. -/ 
Gan. No threaten notm ” 


Xu 48 
vil + 7 IJ1B93.4 vy, 4 


B D Mor. 


The Tragedy Pettit 
24er. is. Thou Villaine,wherfore talkes thou ofa kings 

That hardly arca Gentleman by birth? 
Edw, Were be a Peaſant being my Minion, 

le make the proudeſt of you ſtoopero him. 

Lan, My Lord you may not thus diſparage vs. 

Away I ſay with hatefull Gaweſtone. ; 
Mor,ſe. And withthe Earleof Kext that fauors him, 
Eaw. Nay then lay violeat hands vpon your King, 

Here Aor::mer, lit thou in Edwards throne, 

Warnicke and Laucafter,weare you my Crowne, - 

Was cuer King thus ouer-rul'das 1? 

Lan, Learnethento rule vs better andtherealme, 
CMor. is, What we haue done, 

Our heart blood ſhall maintaine. 
ar.Think yob that we can brookethis vpſtare pride? 
Edw. Anger and wrathfull fury ſtops my ſpeech, 

Bib. Why are you mou'd,be patient my Lord, 
And ſee what we your Councellors havedone, 
A40r4iu, My Lords,now let vs all be reſolute, 
And cither haue our wils or loſe or lives, 
| Edw, Mecte you for this,proud ouer-daring Peeres, . 

Ere my (weete Ganefton ſhall part from me, RN 

T his lle ſhall fleete vpon the Ocean, 

And wander to the vnfrequented Inde. 

Bis. You know that Iam Legateto the Pope, - 

On yourallegeance to the Sea of Rome, 

Shbſcribe as we have done to his exile: 

Ador. is. Curſe himyif he refuſe, and then may we 

Depoſe himand ele A | 
Ev. Ithereit goes, but yet I will noe yeeld, 

Curſe mc,depoſe me,dothe worſt you can. 

Las. Then linger not wy Lord but doit ſtraight. 
Bf, Remember how the Biſhop was abus'd, 

Either baniſh bim that was the cauſe thereof, 

Or 1 willpreſently diſcharge theſe Lords, 

Of duety.and allcegeancedueto thee, 

. . Edw,. It baotes me pot to threat, I muſt ſpeake faire, 

The Legateofthe Pope will be obeyd: J 

my 


My Lord,yeſkall be Chow Ralne, 
Thou Lec Imirall of 
Yong Afertivzer and bis Vakleſhall be Haring 
- And you Lord Warvwicke, Preſident oftheNorth, 
Andihey of Wales,if this content you noe, 
Make ſeucral] Ki ND this --— 77 wet 
And ſhareit amonglt you 
Sol may bane foes nooke or corner left, 
To frolike with my deereſt Gazefton, 
Biſh, Nothing (hall alter vs, weare reſolu d. 
Lan, Come,come,ſubſcribe. 
AMor.is, Why ſhould you loue him, 
Whomrthe world hates ſoz 
Edw. Becauſe he loues memorethen all the world: 
Ah none butrbdeand ſauage minded men, _ 
Would ſecke theruine of my Ganeſton, 
Youthat are nobleborne ſhould pitty him, 
Far. Youthatare princely borne ſhould ſhake him off, 
For ſhame ſubſcribe,and'lerthe Lowne depart, 
Mor. ſe. Vrge himmy Lord. 
- Bifs. Are you contentto' baniſh him the Realme? 
Edw, Iſee Imuſt,and thereforceam content, - 
In ſtead of lnke ilewriteirwith my teares. 
Afor. is, The King is louc-licke for his Miniog, 
Edw, Tis done;and now accurſed hand fall off. 
Lan. Giue it me,lle haveit publiſhed in the ltreetes,. 


Ator. in. Ile ſee himpreſently dilpacched away. 
Biſs, Now is my heattat caſe. 


War, And fois mine. 7 Ei cn thr 
Penb, This willbegood newestatherommonſorr,. 


Ator, ſe. Be it or no inline; log Iews. 
4 = ' Exennt Nebles. 

Ei, How faſtcliey taiseo banidh him 1 loue, i 
They would noe ſtirre,were-it to do me good: AY - 
Why houldaKi be ſubie&to a Prieſt? 1.2 IE 
Proud Rome,that cel pal owes, 7 Tp 
For theſethy raper-lights, - - Et * <a 
Perot ty Andichiitian Churches blaze, 7 NE LE 
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Hefire thy crazed builMogs,audenforce;/'/; 17 2. 7,.., 7 2 
The Papall Towers,to kitſe thelowly ground, -..../,. 
Witch ſlaughtered Prielts may 7yherschannell ſwell, 

Aad bankes raiſd higher wit h their ſepulchers, 

As for the Peeres that back the clergy thus, 

It Ibe King,nor one of them ſhallliue. - 

Enter Gaweſton, : 
Gaze, My Lordgl heare it whiſpered euery where 
That I am baniſh'd, and muſt fliethe Land, 
E4. Tis true ſweet Gaweſten,oh wereit wereit falle, 
| The Legate of the Pope will hauEitſo, .. 

And thou muit hence,or hall be depos'd, 

BucI will raigne to be reueng d ofthem, 

And therefore {weet friend;take it patiently. 

Liue where thou wilt, ile ſead thee gold enough, 

And long thou ſhalcnoe ſtay, or ifthou dolt, 

Ile come to thee; my loue ſhall nere decline. 
Gawe.Is all my hopeturn'd tothis hell of griefe. - 
Eaw, Rend not my heart withthy too piercing words, 

Thou trom this Land, I from my ſelic ambanitſhr. 

Gaxe. To gofrom hence, grieues not pogre Geneitor, 

But to forlake you,in whoſe gracious -lookes, 

The blefledneſſe of Gaveſton remaines, 

For no whereellſe ſeekes hefelicity. 

Ed, And only this torments my wretched ſoule, 

That whether 1 will or no chou muſt deparc: 

Be Gouernour of Irdland.in my ſtead, 

And there abidetill fortunecallthee home. 

Here take my Piure,andlet me wearethine, 

O might Ikeepe thee heere,as I do this, 

Happy were I, but now moſt miſetablc. 

ase. Tis ſomething to be pittied of a King. 
Eaw, Thou halt nothence;ile hidethee Gaveffor, 
Gave, I (hall be found, and then twill grieve me more. 
Edw, Kind words aod miuall talke makes our griefe 


eater, | | RT STOHT 121 z* , | 
Therefore with dumbe imbracement tet ys part, 


» 


Stay G aur fon, Feanmot leaut thee thus, 


Gave, 
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Za. 1 paſſenotfortl 
Othat we mi 


Witneſle the teares?! 
Witneſſethis heart, t 
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Thee chening Chews erwalkingon they 
Hd INTO ccobfullof poy 


Or with thoſe amcothet; ewin'd abour my necke, 

] had beene {lifled,and notliu'd to ſee, 

The King my 7.ord thustoabandon me: 

Like frantike ? anewil] fillthe earch, 

With gaſtly murmureof my-ligbsand cries, 

For neuer doted 7ove 0n-Ganimed,. 

So much as he on curſed Gaveftony; 1. 

But that will more exeſperatc his wrath, 

I mult entreat him mult ſpeakehim faire, . 

And be ameanes tocall home Ganeſtonz. 

And yet heele guer dote 0h Gaveffor, 

And Þ am I for euer miſerable. 

Emer the Nobles tothe. 2 aeene. im toon i, 

Lavc. Looke where the (ifterof the King of France, - 

Sics wringing of her hands and beats her bre(?, | 
ar, The King 1 feare hathill intreated her. 
Pen, Hard is the heart that iniurcs{ucha ſaint. 
or .u, 1 know tis loog of Geveſton ſhe weepes, 
Ator,ſe, Whyiheis gone. | 
or. in, Madame;how ſores. your Grace? , . | 
2%. Ah Mortimer lriow breakes theKings hate forth. 

And heconfeſſeth that heloues menot,. 
Mor in,Cry quittanceMadamethen,&loue not him, 
2s, Norather will ldye athouland deaths, 

And yet Iloue in vaine-heelenere loue me. 
Lanc. Feare yenot Madame,now his minions gone, 

His wariton Wonka will be quickly lefr. 
2s, Oh never Lancet 1 b l am LOR d.. 


To (ue vnto you all for 


This wils my Lordzanc 
Orelſcbebahiſhefrom his 
Lexc, For his repeale, 
VO the ſcacaltyp his ſhip-wrack'e 4s 
DR oy oft PN a 
Ther none hereutwould anne iohoueco 


Asthou pon ſooneſt 
Aer. OS ' 
.- T hen chus 
=o Lords albe 
Will you bereſoluteandholdwithrme? 
Afor.ſe. NotT againlt myNeph 
Pen, Feare not,the words cannot alter hin. 
War. No,do but 


Las Herather 
Afor, in, Wellof 
My Lords chae1 


And 
Tis not for his ſake 
Nay for the real 

5 Fa Fie Mortimer, 


Can this beccue,twas good 
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Morin; Doe tat with a Ganefwvcre dead? 
Pem.| would hewere. |. ! 101 1 15 (ſpeake. 
Mor, in, Why then my Lord, giue meebix leauc to 
Aer, ſe, But Nephew do not play the Sophitter, 
Aer. in, This which I vrgeisof a ras. wag 

To mendthe King,and do our Country 

Know you not Gaveſtor hath ſto! 

Whichvay in Ireland purchaſebim ſuch fitods! , 

As hewill front the mightieſtof vsall,'  - 

And whereas he ſhall liueandbebelout d, + 

Tis hard for vs to wotke bis onerthrowb. -« 
Far. Markeyou butthat my Loidof Laxroftey. 
Aor, in, But were he here deteſted as be i Is, 

ight ſome baſe ſlaue be ſuborad, 


But rather drew 
And in the Chronicle,enrowle his name, 
For purging of the Realmeof ſuch a plague. 
Penb. He (aithtrue, - CTY 
Lan, Joy wo __ was notdone before 
Mor. in. Becau was not thought.vpen: 
Nay nee, hehe, BETS. 
To baniſh him ,andthen to call himhormne, | 
Twill make him vailethe top-flag of his _ 
And feareto | an... 

Mor. ſe, But how if he 

Ator in, Then may wevithſonie criſeinarmes 
aero don nor ret ensN tc 

is treaſon eo againſt © | 
So ſhall SN nts . 
Which for his leanerotheKing,| 


i — 
== —O—— ———— 


Thinke me as baſes Groomeus Get, 
21, Onthat condition Zeancafter will granc. 
ar, And ſowill Penbrocke and 1. 
pmol 
or.4,10 
command, . 


And Mortimerwill reſtatyour 
2 s. And when this fauour 1/abel forgets, 
pray pyrimemy Lonhu ag, 


But 


Then heean Goveffon, ould below dee 
But halfe ſo much,thenwerelereble bleſt. 


Enter Km ; 
Fe Fin - 

id never ſorrow necremy heart, 
Dione s y fweete Ganeften, , 
And coukſ'y-Crowwantievanes bring him backe, 
I he remedy mw 245: 


Edw, Thatyouhaut "Wn | 

2». That GaveſevemyTord ſhall be repeald. © +. 

Edw. Repeald, thenewes if roo ſweet tobetrie, - - 
«. But will you love meif you find it ſo? | 

Edw,-If it be ſo, what will not Edwarddo? 

2s. For Gavefton, but notfor 1/abel/, we 

Edw. For _ faiceQueecnezif ſs lovell Gavefton, 
[le havg a golden torgucaboutmy necke, 

Soecingrben haſt pleaded with ſogoodſucceſle, 

Q».. No other lewels hang about my necke 
Thentheſe my Lord,nor let me haue morewealth, 
Then I may fetch from thjs rich treaſury: 

O how a kitle revives poore /ſabel/. 

Edw. Oncemorereceiuemy hand,and let this be, 

A ſecond mariage ewixtrthy ſelfe and me. 
9s. And may itprouemore appy thenche firſt, 

My gentle Lord,beſpeaketheſe Nobles faire, | 

That waite attendance for a gracious looke, 

| Andon their knees{aluteyour Maicſty, 

Edw, CouragiousLancaſter,immbrace thy King, 
Andas groſſe vapoursperiſh-bythe ſunne, 

Euen ſo let hatred withrhyſoueraignes (mile, 
Liue thou with me as my-companion. 

Lanc, This ſalutation ouer-ioyes my heart, 

Eadw, Warwick ſhall be my chiefe(t Counſellour: 
Theſe ſiluer haireswill moreadorne my Court, 

Then gaudie lilkes,or richimbrothery, 
Chide me fweete Warwicke,ifI-goealtray. 

IFar. Slay me my Lard,when1I offend your Grace. 

 Eaw.|nſolemnetriumphs;and in publike ſhowes 
Penbrooke ſhall beare the Sword before the King. | 

Pew. And withthis fword Penbrooke will fight for you. 

Eaw. But wherefore walkes yong Adortimer alide? 
Be thou commander of our royall fleete, \. 
Or.ifthat lofty officelike theenort, ©  - 

I make thee here Lord Marſhall ofthe realme. 

Aer, in. My Lordjle Marſhallall your encmics, 

As England ſhall be quiet,and you late. FE 


Be youthe Generall: | Hes LrrOOPpPe 
That now Fox er. co all ALE 

Afor. ſe 1s your Grace me. 

es Cog Sh Re” 
s, Now lis ing 
Hauiog the loue of his renowned Peeres, 

Eds. [ Iſabelly nere was my bearcſo light, 
Clarkeof theCromnedirec« our warrant forth, 

For Gax:fton to. Ireland : Zeamont flye 
Asfaſt as Irv,or Jones HHerowry. 

Beam. It ſhall be danomy graciousLord, 

Edw. Lord Aortimer we leaue you to your charge: 
Now letvs in and fealt icroyally: 
Againſt our friend the Eacle of Cornewall comes, 
Weele haue agenerall > [urnament, 

And then hmm ſhall heſolemniz'd, 
For meveon ue amt be 
Vato our 8s here, 
| Law, Such nepering harm ge. 

Edw, That day,if not forkin 
Who in criuph will be tallen 
'Sp arefor nocolt,ve willrequite your love 
I Inthis,or qught your highnes (hall command vs. 
 Edw, Thankes —_— Warwic ids lets ws 


an Te ho) ayel 
 # «* 


The conqueri 
And for Patrec 
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Graue Socrates, 


Thenlet his whoſe ——_” 
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While Souldiers mutiny hoe ps arg 
He weares a Lords reuenew on his backe, ' 
And Midas like heiets it in the Court, - 
With baſe outlandiſh Cullions at his heeles, _ 
V Vhoſe proud fantaſtike ana 7 hd ſhew, 
As if here Protea God of rs Hs 0s 
I hauenot ſeenea dapper lack {o 
He weares a ſhort Ttalian hooded Ge 
Larded with Pearle, andin his tuſcan cap 
A Icwell of more valuethen the Crowne, 
V'Vhiles others walke below,the King and he, 
From out a window at ſuchas we, - 
And flout our traine,and ieft at'our Attire: 
Vncletis this chat makes meimpatient. 
or. ſe.But Nephew,now you ſeethe King is chang d. 
IHor, iy, Then foam Land live todohim im ſeruice, © 
But whilesI hauc a ſword; a hand,a hearc, | 
allege yeeld to any ſuch ell 
ou know my. minde,come' away. - exennt. 
| Enter Spencer aud Baldacke. (dead 
Bald.Spencevſecing tharour Lord th'carleof Glofters 
Whieh of theNe | wg og ann i, 
Spen, Not Mortjnges noraty aqy ofhis ſides” 
Becauſe the King and heare enemies; / 
2 this of me,a faious kind 
Shall hardly doe hinifelfe good, muchifeſſers, F? 
Butherkart hathche fayonr ofa King) - 94bak 
May with one word aduance'vs while we live: . -- 7 if 


of Edward the ſecond. 

The liberall Earle of Comewallis the man, 

On whoſe fortune Spencers hope depends. 
Bald, What, meane you thento behis follower? 
4, No,his Companionsfor he loues me well, 

And would haveonceprefer'd me to theKing, _ 

Zald. But heis baniſhe,theres ſmall hope of him, 

Sper. I fora while, but Ba/ducke marke the end, 
A friend of mine told mein ſecrecy, 
Fhathces repeal'd, and (ene for backe againe, 
And euen now,a Poalt camefrom the Court, 
With Lettersroour Lady fromthe King, 
And as ſhe read ſhe ſmild, which makes methinke, 
Ie is about her Louer Gexe/ton. 

Bald. Tis like enough,for lince he was exilde, 

| Sheneither walkes abroad,nor comes in light: 

But I had thoughtthe match had beene broke off, 

And that his baniſhmenthadchang'd her minde, 

Spen, Our Ladies firſt loueis not waucring, . 

My life for thincſhe will haue Gaweſton, 

Bald. Then hope I by her meanes to beprefer'd, 
Hauing read vnto her ſinceſhe wasa child, _ 

Spen, Then Balaxcke you mull calt theScholler of, 
Andlearneto court itlike a Gentleman, 
Tis not a blacke Coat anda littleBand, --_. 

A Veluet cap'd Cloakefac'd before with Serge, 
And ſmelling toaNoſegay alltheday, 

Or holding ofa Napkinin your hand, bh 
Orſaying along Grace at a Tables end, 

Or makinglow legs toa noble man, _ 

Or looking downeward, with yoorepe-lidscloſe, 
And ſaying, truely ant may pleaſe your honour, 
Can get you any fauour with great men, 

You mult beproud,bold,pleaſant,refolute, 
Andnow andthen ſtab, as occalion ſerues, 

. Bald. Spencerthou know'(t1 hate ſuchtoyes, 
And vie butas mecere Hypocrilie, / * 
Mineold Lord whiles he liu'd was ſo preciſe, 
That hewould take ng; at my Burtons, 


The Tragedy 

And being like pins heads, blame me forthe bigneſſe, 

Which made me Curate-like in mine attire, * 

Though inwardly licentious enough, =—_ 

And apt for any kind of villany.. 

Jam none oftheſecommon PedantsT, 

That cannot ſpeake without propterea gued. 

Spey, But one of thoſe that faith quando quidem, 

And hath a ſpec1all gift to formea verbe. 

Batd, [. eaue off this ieſting,here my Lady comes... 
Enter the Lady. 
Lady. T hegriefefor his exile was not ſo much, 

As is the ioy of his returning home, 

This Letter came from my ſweete Ganeſton, 

What needſt chou louethus to excuſe thy ſelfe? 

I know thou couldſt not come and viſit me, 

I willnot long befrom thee though I dye: 

T hisargues theentireloue of my Lord, 

Whenl forſake thee,death ſeazeon my heart, 

- Bur ſtay thee here where Gauefton ſhall ſleepe. 

Nowtothe Letter of my Lord theKing, 

Hewills me to repairevntothe Court, 

And meetemy Ganefton : why do | ſtay, 

vecing that hetalkes thus of my marriage day? 

Whole there, Baldncke? 

Scethat my Coach be ready,l muſt hence. 

Bald. It ſhall be done Madam, Exit. 
Laa, And meete meat the Parke pale preſent]y: | 

Spencer, (tay you and beare me company, 

For I hauc joyfull newes to tell thee of, 

My Lord of Cornewall is acomming over, 

And will be at the Courtas ſoone as we; | 
Spe. I knewthe King would hauc him home again::. ; 
Ladj. If all thipgsfort out,as ] hope they will, 

Thy feruice Spencer ſhall be thought vpon, 

Spen, I humbly thanke your Ladiſhip. 

£ad, Comeleade the way, Long ill lam there. 

Enter Eaward,the Dneene, Lancaſter , Mortimer War - 
wicke, Pembrooke, Kent, att ondants. : 


Eaw.. 


MW. - Edwardebe ſerowd. 
Eaw, Thewinde is good, | wonder | 
1 feareme be is wracke the Sea. akon 
w, Locke Zaueftr hoogtllilitebed, 4 


And ſtill bis mind runnes on his Minion, 


Lan, My Lord, . 
Edw. How no'n, what newes? is Gaweftor arriu'd? 


Mer is.Nothing but Goneffon,what means your Grace? 

You haue matters of more waightto thinkevpon, 

The King of France ſets foorein Normandy. , 

Edw, A triflle,weele expell him-when we pleaſe: 

But cell me Aorromer, whats thy device, 

Againſt the ſtarely criumph we decreed? (ling: 
Afor. in.. A homely one my Lord, not worth the . 
Eaw. Prey thee ler me know it. 

 _ Aver. in, But ſecing you areſodelirous,thus it is: 

A lofty Cedar tree faire flouriſhing, | 

On whoſe cop-branches kiogly Eagles pearch, 

And by the barkeacankercreepes me vp, 

And gets vatoche higheſt bough of all, 

The Motto : «/£que randem. 

Edw, And whatis yours my Lord of Laxcefter? 
Lav, My Lord, mines moreobſcure then ortimers. 

Plinie reports, there is a flying Fiſh, 

| Whichall the orher Fiſhes deadly hate, 

And therefore being purſu'dit takes the aire: 

No ſooner is it vp,but ther's a Fowle 

T hat feiz*th ic,this Fiſh my Lord 1 beare, 

The Morto this : /1dique mor: off, 

Edw. Proud Mortimer, vogentle Lexcafter? 

Is this the loue you beare yourSourraigne? 

Is this che Fruit your reconcilementbeares? 

Can you in words make ſhew ty, 

Andin yaanſkeild: diſplay yourrancorous minds? 

Hr 0 priuacelibelling, 

Agzinſt the Eatle of Cornewall nbd) brother? 

Qs, Sweere hu band be content, they all love you. 
E aw, They loue me not that hate my Ganeffon, 


Iam that Cedarhake me nortoo much, 
D 2 And 


The Traoeay 
nd youthe Eagles,fore you nereſo-high, 
abr Gre Tex that will pull you downe, 
And que tandem (hall that canker cry, 
Voro the proudelt Peere of Brittany: _ 
Though thou compar'lt himtoa flying Fiſh, 
And threatnelt death whether he riſeor fall, 
Tisnot the hugelt monſter ofthe ſea, 
Nor fouleſt Harpie that ſhall ſwallow hitn. 
Adorin, If in bis ablencethus he fauors him, 
What ailthe doe when as he ſhall be preſent? 
Lan. Thatſhal we ſee, lookewherehis Lordſhip comes. 
Enter Ganeſton, | (thy friend, 
Edw, My Ganeſion, welcome to Tinmomth, welcome to 
Thy abſence made me droope and pine away, 
For as the Lovers of faire Danae, 
When ſhe was lock 'p in a brazen Tower, 
Delir'd her more,and waxt outragious, 
So did itfarewith me: and now thy {ighe 
Is ſweeter farre,then wasthy parting hence, 
Bicter and irkeſome to my ſobbing hearr. | 
Ga. Sweet Lord & King, your ſpeech-preuenteth mine.. 
Yet haue I words leftto expretfſe my joy: 
T he Shepheard nipt with biting winters rage, 
Frolicks not moretoſeethe painted Spring, 
T hen | do to-behold your Maieſty. 
Edw, Will none of you ſalute my Ganeſten? 
Lan, Salute him? yes,welcome Lord Chamberlaine: 
Hor, in. Welcome 15 the good Earle of Corneyall, 
War, Welcome Lord Gouernour ofthe lle of Man, 
Pen, Welcome MalterSecretary, | 
Eam, Brother do you heare them? 
Ea. Still will cheſe Earles and Barens vie me. thus? 
Gane, My Lord Icannotbrooketheſciniuncs; : 
— Aye me pooreſoule whenthele bagin tb:iarre... 
Eay. Returncit to their throats, Ile bethy warrant. 
Gaze, Baſe Leaden Earlesthatglory in your birth, 
Goelit at home andeate your Tenants Beefe, 
And cume not here to ſcofteat Gaueftor, 


Whoſe 


. of Edward thoecan 
Whoſe mounting thoughts did neuer creepe ſo low 
As to beſtow a —_ on ſuch as you, r 
Larc. YetI diidaine not todo this for you, FX: - 
Edw, Treaſon,treaſon: wher's the traytor? (der him, 
Pen, Here here king,conuay henceGaveſton?thei'l mure þ. 
Gaze, T helife of thee ſhall ſalue this foule diſgrace. 
Mor, in, Villainethy life vale(le I mille mineaime. 
2 ue. Ah furious Mortimer, what baſt thou done? 
Ator. m, No more then I would anſwere wgge he ſlaine. 
Eaw. Yes morethen thou canſ anſwer thigh heliue, 
Deare ſhall yqu both abide this riotous deed; 
Out of my preſence,come nat necrethe Court, 
tor, in, Ile not be bard the Court for Gaweſton, 
Lan, Weele hale him by che cares vnto the blocke, 
Eaw.Looke to your owne heads, his is ſure enough. 
Far Look to your own Crownezif you back him thus, 
Edm. Warwicke, thele words doilt beſeeme thy yeeres, 
Edw, Nay allofthem conſpire to crofſe me thus, 
But if I liue, ile tread ypon their heads, | 
That thinke with high lookes thus to tread me downe, 
Come Edmend lets away and leuy men, 
Tis warre that mult abate theſe Barons pride. 
FuE Exit the King. 
Kr, Letsto our Caltles, for the King is mou d, 
Aor. in, Moou'd may he be,and periſh in his wrath, 
Lan, Colin it is no dealing wich him now, 
He meanes to make vs (toope by force of armes, 
And thereforelet vs ioyntly heere proteſt, 
To proſecute that Gaweffon tothe death, ® 
or. iu, By heauea theabieR Villaine ſhallnot liue. 
War. Ile haue his bloud,or dycin ſeeking ut. 
Pen. Thelike oath Penbrooke takes. 
Lan, And ſodoth Laxcaſter: 
Now ſend our Heralds todchethe King, 
And makethe people ſweare toputhim downe. 
Enter a Poaſt, $64.8 
Aor. is, Letters from whence? 
eſſen. Frgm Scotland wy Lord. 
: a 


The Tragedy 
Lan, Why how now Colin, bow fares all our friends? 
2/or,i, My Vaclestaken priſoner by the Scots, © 
La Weelc haue him ranſom'd man, be ofgood cheere, 
Aor tn, They rate bis ranſomeaf five rhouland pounds 
Wo ſhould detray the money but the King, | 
SecipFhe is taken Priſoner in his watres? 
 Herothe King. 
Las, Doe Colin,and Ile bearethee company, 


War, cc my Lord of Pembroke and my (elfe, 
Will co caſtle heere, and gather head, 
Aer. is, About itthen,and we will follow you. 
Lan, Be reſolute andtull of ſecrecy. * 
War, I warrantyou. | 
Aer. is, Colin,and ifhe willnotranſomehim, 
Ile chuader ſuch a peale into his eares, 
As neuer ſubiec did vato his King. 
Lan. Content,ile beare my part, holla whoſe theres 
Aer, in, | marry,ſuch a Guard as thisgdoth-well. 
Lan. Lead on the way. ; 
Guard, Whither will your Lordſhips? 
Afor.js. Whither clic buttoche King, 
Guard. His Highnelle is diſpos'd to be alone. 
Lan, Why,lo he may,but we will ſpeake to him. 
Gmerd. You may notin my Lord, 
Mor, iu, May wenot? 
Eaw, How now,what noiſe is this? 
Who have we there,iſt you? 
= MAtor.iu, Nay,ſtay my Lord,Icometo bring you newes, 
Mine Vnclestaken Priſoner by the Scots. 
2aw, Then ranſome him. 
Lan, Twas in your warres,you ſhould ranſome him. 
CI or. im, And you hall ranſome him, or elſe, 
Edam, What /Mortimer,you will notchreaten him? 
Eaw, Quiet your ſelfe, you ſhall have he broad ſeale, 
To gather for him throughout: the Rea:me. 
Lan, Your Minion Gazeſton hath taught ycuthis, 
Mort, My Lord, the Family of the 1ſortimers © 
Are not lo poore, but wouldthey {cl1 their Land, 
Twould 


of Edward the ſecond. 
T would leuic men enoughtoanger you, 
We neuer beg but vſeſuch prayers as theſe. 
 Edw. Shall {till be haunted thus? * | 
\, for. Nay,now youpreherealone, ileſpeak my mind. 

Lan, Andio will I,and then my Lord farewelj. 

Ator, The idle Tr umphs, Makes, cluious ſhiwes, 
And prodigall gifts beſtowed on Ganeften, . 
Haue drawnethy trealury dry,and madethee weake, 
The murmyring Commons ouer-ſtretched h 97 

Lan. Looke for Rebellion,looketo be depds'd, 
Thy Garriſons are beaten our of France, 
And lame and poorezlye groning at the Gates, : 
The wild Ozex/e-with ſwarmes of IriſhKernes, 
Liues vacontrol'd within the Engliſh pale, 
 Vntothe walls of Yorke the Scors magſerode, 
And vareliſted draue away rich ipoyles. | 

Morin. The hauty Danecommanids the narrow Seas, 
Whilein the Harbor ridethy Ships vnrig'd. 

Lan, What forraine Prince ſends thee Embaſſadors ? 

Aer. in. Who loues thegtbur a ſore of flatterers © 

Len, Thy gentle Queens ſole ifterto Ualoys, 
Complaines, that thou baſt left her allforlorne, 

Mor, in, Thy Courtisnaked, being bereft of thoſe, 
That mak&a King ſeeme glorionsto the world, 

TI meane the Peeres,whom thou ſhould(t dearely loue: 
Libels are caſt againſt chee in the ſtreere, 
Ballads andrimes made of thy ouerthrow, 
Lan:The Northren borderers ſeeing cheir houſes burnt 
T heir wives and Children Taine,runne vp and downe 
Curling thename of theeand Gaveffon,) 17s 
Mor, When wertthou inthe field with banners ſpread? 
But once, and then thy 'Souldiers marche like Players, 
With gariſh robes, not grmour;andichy felfe - |: - |. 
| Bedaub'dwithGold,rode —_—_— thereſt;::2> ©" 
Nodding and ſhaking of thy fpangked creft; © | 
Where womens fauours hung like labels downe. 
Ziv. Andrhe:eforecame it,tharthe fleeriog Scots, 
To Englands high diſgrace;bauemade thu ligge, 


aids 


% 


The Tragedy 
Lan, Why how now Colin, bow fares all our friends? 
2/or. is, My Vaclestaken priſoner by the Scots, © 
La Weele hauehim ranſom'd man,be ofguod cheere, 
Morin, They rate bisranſomear five chouland pound 
Wo ſhould detray the money but the King, | 
SecinFhe is taken Priſoner ia his watres? 
Llleto the King. 
Las, Doe Colin,and Ile bearethee company, | 
War, - my Lord of Pembroke and my (elfe, 
Will co ſtle heere, and gather head, 
After. is. About itthen,and we will follow you. 
' Ley, Be reſolute andfull of ſecrecy. 
War, I warrantyou. 
Afor. in, Coſin,and ifhe willnot ranſormehim, 
Ile thunder ſtcha peale into his eares, 
As neuer ſubie& did vnto his King. 
Lan. Content,ile beare my part,holla whoſe there? 
Aer, in, | marry,ſuch a Guard as thisgdoth-well. 
Zan. Lead on the way. ; 
Guard, Whither will yourLordſhips? 
Afor.iw. Whither clic but tothe King, 
Guard. His Highneile is diſpos'd to bealone. 
Lan, Why,lo he may,but we will ſpeake to him. 
| Gmard, You may notin my Lord, 
, Mor,iu, May wenot? 
Eaw, How now,whatnoiſe is this? 
Who have we there,iſt you? 
Mor.iw, Nay,ſtay my Lord, cometo bring you newes, 
Mine Vaoclestaken Priſoner by the Scots. 
2aw, Then ranſcome him. 
Lan, Twas in your warres,you ſhould ranſome him. 
AI or, in, And you (hall ranſome him, or elſe, 
Eam, What Mertimer.you will. notthreaten him? 
Eaw, Quier your ſelfe, you ſhall have ihe bioad ſeals, 
To gather for him throughou: the Reaime. 
Lan, Your Minion Gazeſton hath taught ycu this, 
AMor.us, My Lord, the Family of the fertimers © 
Are not (o poore, but would they {l] their Land, 
Twould 


of Edward the ſorond. 
T would leuic men enoughtoanger you, 
We neuer beg but vſeſuchprayers as theſe. 
. Edv. Shall {till be haunted thus? * 
\, Afor.Nay,now yore herealone, ilef; my mind. 

Lan, Andio will I,and then my Lord farewell. 

Ator, The idle Triumphs, Maskes, laſciuious ſhewes 
And prodigall gifts beſtowed on Ganefton, W 
Haue drawnethy treafury dry,and made thee weake, 
The murmuring Commons ouer-ſtretched hath | 

Lan. Looke for Rebellion,looketo be defds'd, 
Thy Garriſons are beaten our of France, 
And lame and poore,lye groning at the Gates, 
The wild Ozexle,with ſwarmes of Iriſh Kernes, 
Liues vacontral'd within the Engliſh pale, 
 Vnto the walls of Yorkethe Scots magſerode, 
And vnreliſted draue away rich ſpoyles. 

Morin. The hauty Danecommands the narrow Seas, 
Whilein the Harbor ridethy Ships vnrig'd. 

Lan, What forraine Prince ſends thee Embaſſadors ? 

Mor. in, Who loues thegtbur a ſort of fAlatterers © 

Lan, Thy gentle Queend(ſolelifterto Ualoy:, 
Complaines, that thou baſt left her allforlorne, 

Mor, in, Thy Courtisnaked, being bereft of thoſe, 

T hat mak&sa King ſeeme glorionsto the world, 
TI meanethe Peeres,whom thou ſhould(t dearely loue: 
Libels are caſt againſt thee in the ſtreere, 
Ballads andrimes made of thy overthrow, 
Lan:The Northren borderers ſeeing cheir houſes burnt 
T heir wives and ChildrenTaine,runne vp and downe 
Curling thename of theeand Gaveftoy) 17 
Mer, When wertthou in the field with bannersfpread? 
But once, and chen thy 'Souldiers marche like Players, 
Withgariſh robes, not armour;andithyſelfs - :-- © 
| Bedaub'd with Gold;rode ——_—_ thereſt;: > - * 
Nodding and flaking ofdhy ſpangled'crefl; * 
Where womens fauours hung like labels downe. = 
Lin. And the-eforecame it,tharthe fleeridg Scots, 
ToEnglands high diſgrace,bavemaderhus ligge, "2A 
| al 


The Tragedy - 
Maids of England,fore may you mourn; LY 
For your Lemons you haue loſt,ac Bannocks borne, 
| With a heaue and a ho, 
"What weaneth the King of Fagland, 
Soſoone to haue wonne Scotland, 


With arombelow. | 
' Mor Wigmore ſhall fiyeto ſet my Vocle free. (more, 


Lan. And whentis gone, our ſwords ſhall purchaſe 
If you be mou'd reuengeit if you can. . { Nobles. 
LookenexÞto ſee vs with our Enlignes ſpread, Exennt 
Edw, My ſwelling heart with very anger breakes, 
How oft hauc I beene baited by thelePeeres? 
And darenot be reueng'd,for.their power is greats 
Yet, ſhallthe crowing of theſe Cockerels, 
Afﬀright a Lyon?Edward vnfold thy pawes 
And let theirlines bluud flake thy furies hunger: 
If I becruell and growtyrannous, 
Now let them thanke themſelues, and ruetoolate. 
Kent. My Lord, I ſee your loue to Gaveſtor: 
_ Will be theruine of che realme and you, 
For now the wrathfull Nobles threaten warres, 
And therefore Brother baniſh him for ever, 
Edw, Artthou an enemy to my Gaveſton? 
Kent, L, and it grieues me that Ifauoured him. 
Eaw. Traitor be gone,whinethou with Afortimer.] 
Kent. So will L,ratherthen with Gaveſton. 
Eadw. Out of my fight and trouble me no more. 
Ke,No maruell though thou ſcornetby noble Peeres, 
When I thy Brother am reieRed thus, Ext, 
Eaw, Away poore Gaxeſton,that haſt no friend but me, 
Do what they can, weele live in 75nmoth heere, 
And (oI walke with him about the walls, 
What care I though the Earles begirt vs round? 
Heere comes ſhe thats cauſe of all theſe iarres. 
Enter the © ueenetbree Ladies, Baldncke, 
| end Spencer, 
. My Lordtis thought the Earlesare vp in armes, 
Eay. I,and tis likewiſe thought you fauour bim. py 
s, 


. o——_ 


of Edward the ſavnd. 
= CR Vibe emvrakindly rocheQueene. 
as, My Lord,di with ber,ſpeakeher faire. 
dw, Pardon me fweete, | forgot my (elfe. 
2p JotrpaleRgIREIISG 


The Mortimer i ſo 
Thatto my {was nfuraknoador omen "m__ | 


Gas, Why do you notcommithimeo the Tower? 
Edw, I dare not,for the people loue him well. 
Gaze, Why then wedle have him privily made away. 
Edw, WouldLancaſter and he had both carrouſt 
A bowle of poyſon ta each others health: 
Butler them goe,andtellmewhar aretheſe. 
La, Two of my fathers ſeruants whillt he liu'd, 
Mai't pleaſe your Graceto entertainethem now. 
" Edv. Tellme,where waſtthou borne? — — 
-- Whatis thine armes? 
| Bald. My name is Ba/dacks, and my Gentry 
I fecch from Oxford,notfrom Heraldry. 
Edv.T he fitter art thou Baldsck for my turne, 
Waite on me,and Ile ſee thou ſhale nor wanr. 
Bald, 1 humbly thanke your Maieſty. 
Edw. iced thou him Gaveftont —— 
---Gas, I my Lord,bis nameis Spencer,he is well allied, 
For my ſake let him waite vpon your Grace, 
Scarce ſhall you find a man of moredeſerr. 
Edw. Then Spencer waite mefor his ſake, 
Ile grace thee with a higher ſtile gre long. 
Spe», No greater titlezhappen vnto me, 
Then to be favoured of your Maielty. 
 Edw. Colingthis day, ſhall beyour marriage fealt, 
And Gaxefoxngthinke that I love thee well, 
Towedtheeto our Neece,heonly Heire 
Vato the Earle of Gloſter late deceaſed. 
' Gane, Iknowmy Lord, many will tomacke me, 
y For ey hee Barons hal not liek 
Eaw. | got mez 
He thac1 lit to favour tall be rea: 


The Trapeay | * 
Comelets away,and whenthe marriage ends, 
Have at the Rebels, and their complices. Zxeunt omnes, 
Enter Laneafter, Mortimer, Warwicke,Penbrooks, Kem. 
Kent, My Lords, of loue cothis our native Land, 
] come to ioyne with you and leaue the King, | - 
And in your quarrelland the Realmes behoofe, 
Will be the firft that ſhalladuenturelife. 
Lay, 1 fcare me you reſent of pollicy, 
To vadermine vs with a ſhewofloue.. 5 > 2 © + 
Wir, He is your Brother;therefore tage we ESD 
Tocaltthew -orſt,and doubtof your renole, 


_ Aw in. Stay Edmond, never us Plaripeine! 
Falſe of his word; and therefore rruſt we thee, 
Pen, But whats thereaſon you ſhould leaue him now: ; 
Kent, Thaueenform'd the Earle of Lancaſter. 
Lan, And it fufficeth : nowmy Lords Ko: thisy 
That Gaveſtox is ſecretly arriu'd, £ 
And here in 7i»moth frolickes with the King. K 
Let vs with theſe our followers ſcalethewalles,. 
And ſodainely ſurprize them vnawares, 
Ator, in, Ile glue the onſet. 
War, And ile follow thee. 
Afor. in. This tottered Enligne of my Anceſtors, 
Which {wept the deſart ſhore of that dead ſea, © 
W hereof we gotthe nameof CMortimer, 
Will | aduance yponthis Caſtiewalls, 
Drums ftrikealarum, raiſe themfrom their ſport, 
And ring 3loud the knellof Gavefton, 
Lav, None be ſo hardy as totouch the King) 
But neither ſpare you Gaveflow nor his friends. Execunt, 
Enter the King and Spencer forbem Gunefton oc, 
Eap.O tell me ne Spencer whereis Ganeſton? © 
Spen. I feare me heis ſlaine my gracious Lord, 


Edw, No, here a DS _ kill: 
Flieflie wy: Lords, the Earfes haue otthe I 


Take ſhipping and away: toScaborough, + 1s 


of Edward dbe/aand. 


Spencer and | will pot Lend. 2 
Gaxe. O ſlay my Loedaheymillngeloireyor, | 
Edw. 1 willnoetrult them, Genefenaway, : . 
Gane. Farewell my Lord. + pb> 
Edw, Lady farewell, 

Lady, Farewell ſweete Vacle till we meete agai 

Edw, Farewell ſweete Gaxefton,and farewell —_ 

.2 ne. No farewellto poore /{abel,thy & 

Eaw, Yesyes,for Mortimer your Lowers lake, 
Exenut ownes, manct W/abella, b 

Q«e. Heauens can witnelleI louenonebut you, 

From my imbracementschus he breakes away, 

O that mine armes could cloſe this Ye about, / 

That I might pull him to me whereIwould, _ 

Oc thattheſe tearesthat drifſell from mine eyes, 

Had power to mollifie bis ſtony heart, 

That when I bad him.-we mighe ncuer part. 

Enmerthe B alarums. 
Lan, I wonder how he | 
Ator, in, Whoſe this,the Queene? 
ue, I Adortimer, the miſerable Queene, ' 

Wholepining heart her inward lighs haueblaſted, 

And botyeidh continuall mayraingaaiied vari 

Theſe hands are tir'd, with hailing ot my Lord 

From Gaxeftex, from wicked Gavefton, 

Andall in vaine, for whea I ſpeake him faire, 

Heturnes away ,and ſmiles vpon his Minioo. 
or. in, Cealeto lament, and tell vs wher's the King? 
2s,What would youwith che King'iſt him you ſecke? 
Lan, No Madame, but that curſed Gaxeſtor, 

Farrebeitfromthetl of L4 b) 
ew l | anc/lon, 

Tell vs where he remaines,and heſhall dye. | 
. 2». Hees goneby water vnto Scathorough, 


Spanky Frogs cons 7 ; 3s 

The King hath 1 ſmall, 

Foreliow lecomarch. 
Ador. 


War. Wm —— ——— 
Fab >. 2 


The Trageay vt, \o 
Aver. Re————_— theres? 
s, T hat this your army going ſeuerall wayes, 
ic beof leſſer force, and vithche power £ 
T hat heintendeth preſently toraile, | 
B: eaſily ſuppreſt: therefore be gone. @ =» 
Mor. Heere in the Riner rides a Flemmilh Hoy, 
[ ets all aboord, and follgs him amaine, 


Lan, The wind that beares big hence, will 6N onr fails, 
Come, come aboord, tis but an houres ſayling.. - 

Afr, Madame ſtay you within this Caſtle here, 

9%, No Mortimer, lleto my Lord the King, 

Mor. Nay, rather failewith vsto Scarborough, 

9s. You knowthe King is ſoſuſpicious, 
As if he heare, I erm —___ you, 
Mine Honour will be n queſtion, 
Andtherefore gentle pres i = gone, 

Mor. Madam, I cannot {tay to anſwer you, 
But thinke of Mortimer as he deſerues, © 

v. So well haftrhou deſeru'd {weete Afortimmer,. - 
As Iſobel could live with thee for euer, 
ka vaine I looke for loue at Edward: hand, 
Whoſeeyes are fixt on nene but Gaveſfon: 
Yet once more [le importkne him with prayer; 
If he be (range and not regard-my words, 
My ſonneand | will ouer into France, 
Andtothe King my Brother there complaine, 
How Gaweſton hath rob'd me ofhis love: 
But yet I hope my forrowes will have end, 
And Ganeſton this ble{led day beflaine. Exenny, 
= Enter Ganelion, purſued. | | 

Gawe. Yet luſty Lords laveeſcap'd yourhands,. 
Your threats, your Lardmmwand your its, 
And though diuorcedfrom-King'# red Fr ing-Fdward: eyes, 
Yet liueth Pierce of Gaveflow vnſarpriz'd, 
Breathing, in hope (malgrade all your beards, 
That muſter Rebelethicn ſtyour King) - 


Toſec hisroyall Soueraigne 
1911113115", Bathrihe Nobles, 


. 
F 


Aur tres 

War, V pon him Souldiers, take away his weepony, - 

Afor.in. Thou proud diſturber ofchy wi; : 
Corrupter of thy King, cauſeofthele broiles, oa 
Baſe flatterer, yeeld, and wereit not for ſhame, 

Shame and diſhonour to a Souldiers name, 
Vpon my weapons point heereſhouldſt thoufall, 
And welcer in thy gore. = 
—: Lav, Monſter ofmen,that like the Greekiſh ſirumpee 
Train'd toarmes and bloudy warres 
Se many valiant Kaighes, 
Loooke for no other fortune wretch then death, 
King Edward is not hereto buckler thee. _ 
ia. Lancaſter, why talkſt thouto the(laue? 
Go Souldiers take him hence, —- 
---. For by my {w head ſhafl oft _ 
" Gaxeſton, ſhort wlfhingſthall ſerue chy turne: =- 
-_.It is our Countries ca 
That keere ſeuerely wewill execute 
Vpon thy perſon: hang himata bough: 
Gas. My Lord. 
War. Souldiers have him m_ 
But for thou wert thefauoriteofa King, 
T hou ſhalt haue ſo much honour arour hands. 

Gane. Ithankeyouall wy Lords;then l perceiue, 
That heading is one,and hanging ts the other, 
And death isall. | 

Enter Earle of Arandell. 

Lanc. How now my Lord of Arandel!? | 
by me. 
=” 
_ | | taken Gane- 
Sec him before dyes;fot why, heſayes 
And ſends you word, heknowesthaedye he ſhall, 

And if yougratific his Grace (© farre, | 
He will be mindfullofthecutteſic./ | 
War. How now? 5.0 1G O32 2100 
Gave, Renowned mt how thy name' - i 
3 


The Tragedy... 
Reviues poore Gevefted, 
War, No itnetdethnet, 
Arundell,we will gratifiethe King TY 
In other matters;he muſt pardon vs inthis, 
Souldiers away with him. 
Gaze, Why my Lordof Warwick, 
Will not theſe delayes beget my hopes? 
I know it Lords, it is this life you aime at, 
YetgrantKing Edwardthis, , 
Mor. iv, Shaltthou ap pointwhat we ſhall grant? 
Souldiers away with him: 
Thus wetle gratifiethe King,” 
Weelcſend his head by theclet him beſtow 
His teares on that,for that is all he gets, 
Of Gazefton, or elſe his ſenſede(fſerrunke, 
Lan, Notſomy Lord, leſt he beſtow more coſt 
laburying bim,then he hath everearned, 
eArumn, My Lordsit is bis Maieſtiesrequeſt, 
And in the honour of aKiog he(weares, 
He will buttalke with him and ſend him backe, 
Far, When can you tell? Arindellno,we wot 
Hethathath checareof Realme-remits, 
And drives his Nobles to theſe cxigenrs 
For Gazeften,will if he ſeize him once, 
Violateany.promiſeto poſleſſebim, 
Armn, Thenif you will nottruſthis Grace 1n keepe, 
My LordsI will be pledgefor his returne, 
or. in, It is honourable intheerooffcr this, 
But for we know thou art a noble Gentleman, 
We willnot wrong thee (o, 
Tomake away atrue man fora theefe. 
Gaze, How meaneſt thou Aortimer? that.is ouer baſe. 
CAHMor, Away baſe Groome, robber of Kings renowne, 


Queſtion withthy companions and | war 
Pen. My Lord UMearreomer,and you myLords each one, 
To gratifie the Kings requeſt therein, 


Touching the ſending of this Gaweſtor, 
{Becauſchis MaieGty ſo carneſtly - 


| Delices 


of Edward the ſecond. 


Deſires to ſeethe manbefore his death,) 
_- Iwillypon my honour vndertake 
To carry him and bring him backe againe, 
Prouided this;that you my Lord of Arznde// 
Will ioyne with me. 
War, Penbrooke, what wileghou doe? 
Cauſe yet more bloud-ſhed*iz itnotenough 
T hat we haue taken him, but muſt we now 
Leaue him on had-I-wilt,and let him go? 
Pen. My Lords, will notouer.wooe your Honours, 
But if you dare truſt Pexbrooke with che Priſoner, 
Vpon mine Oath I will returnehim backe. 
ef-nn. My Lord of Lancaſter, hatfay you n this? 
Lan, Why 1 fay tet him goe on Penbrookes word, 
Pew, And you Lord: Mortimer, 30 
-—” Ar, How ſay youmy Lord of Warwicke? 
War, Nay, doe your pleaſuree,.--- | 
] know how t'will yrooue. 

Pen, Then giue him me, 

Gaze, Sweete Soueraigne, yet Icome 
ToſeetheeereIdye; 

War. Yet not perhaps, 

If Warwicks wit and policy preuaile; 
Mor, in. My Lord of Penbrooke,we deliver him you. 
Returnehim on your Honour ſound away. Exemnt, 
Manent Penbrooke, Matrems,Gaue/ih,and Pen- 
brookes men, foure Souldiers. 

Pen, My Lordyou ſhallgoewith me, 

My houſe is not farre hence,outof the way 

A little, but our men ſhall goe along, 

We that haue pretty w toour Wives, 
Sir, mult not come ſoneeretobalketheic lips. 

Mat. Tis very kindly ſpoke my Lordof Penbrooke, 
Your honour tiattran Adamanc of power,. IFY 
To draw a Prince; As 

Pen, So my Lord;comehither James, | 
I docommirchis Gawefion tothee, i 


Be thou this night his Keeper,in che morning Ox 


ww _- 


The Tragtdy'. © 
Wewilldiſcharge thee of thy charge,be gone. 
Gaur, Vnhappy Gau:fton,whither goeſt thou gow? 
Exit cums {ern Peg. 
Horſe boy, My Lord,weele quickly beat Cobhaw. 
Exennt ambo, 
Enter Ganeſton monrning,and the Earle of 
Pembrookes men, | 
Gas. © trecherous Parwick thus to wrong thy friend, 
lam. | ſceitisyour life cheſe armes purſue. 
Gan. Weaponleſſe muſt I fall and dye in bands, 
O muſt this day beperiod of my life! 
Centerof my bli(ſe,and ye be men, 
Speed tothe King. 
Enter Warwicke and hu company. 
War. My Lord of Penbrookesmen, 
Strive you no lopger,l will haue that Gaveſtor, 
Tames.Y our Lordſhip doth diſhonour to your (elfe, 
And wrong our Lord, your honourable friend. 
War. No Tames,it is my countries cauſe I follow, 
Goeztakethe Villaine, Souldiers come away, 
Weelemake quicke worke,commend meto your maſter 
My friend,and tell him that] watchtit well, 
Come let thy ſhadow parly with King Edward. 
Gaxe. Trecherous Earle,Chall not I ſeethe King? 
War, The Kingot Heauen perhaps,no other King, 
Away. 
" xennt Warwicke and bis men,with Ganeſton, 
Manent James cum cater. 
Come fellowes, it booteth not for vs to ſtriue, 
We will in haſt goecertifieour Lord, 
Enter King Edward aud Spencer guith 
Edw, 1 long to heare an anfwerefrom the Barons, 
Touchiog my friend,my deerelt Ganefter, 
Ah Spexcer, not the riches of my Realme 
Can ranſome him,ahhe is mark'crodie, 
Tknow the maliccof the yonger Adortimer, 
Warwicke I know is rough, and Laxcafter 


© of Edwardabe/evond. 
I ſhall ncuerſce + 


M wr Pierce of Ganeſion 
The Barons Ps their 

Spencer, WereI Ki rary-oel 2 aunt 
Sonne ro thelouely Elexorof Spaine, ; 
Great Edward Long-ſhankgs I{luc : would I beare 
T heſe braces, this rage,and ſuffer 00a d - 
Theſe Barons thus co beard mein 
In uae ow 4 Lord many my ſpeech, / 
Did you retaine your fathers magoanimity, 4 
Did you regard the honour of your name, 
You would not ſuffer thus your Maiclty 
Becounter.buft of your Nobility, | 
Strike off their heads, and ictthem preach onpoles,.. 
No doube ſuch leſſonsthey will ge ane reſt; - 


 Asbytheirpreachments c much, 


And learne Haroren mars #6 
Edw, Yeagentle Spencer, wehauebeenctoo mild, 


Too kind cothem,butnow haue drawne ur ſword, 


And if they ſend me nor _ Ganefton, 
Wecle ſteele it on their creſt,and powle their tops. 


Bald, This oy becomes pw Maiclty, 
Notcobe tied to affetion, © 
As though your Highnefſe werea Schoole-boy an, 
And muſtbeaw'd and gouern'd _ riaxooer eh 
Enter Hugh Spencer, an old man father to the young - 
Sed F tend adn, 


Sper. pa. —_ live my Soueraignethe noble Edward, 


In peace trium in Warres. 
Edw. Welcome old man; convit thou in Edwards aid? 


Then tell the Prince of whence and whatchouarr. 
Spes. pe, Loe with a band of Bowrnen and of Pikes, 

Browne Bill, and Targetires, foure hundred ſtrong, 

Swornetodefend Kivg Edwards royall night, 

Icome in perſon to your Maiety, 

Spencer, the Father 

Boundto your H rho "ja 


The Tragedy 
Eaw. Thy Father Spencer? 

Spen, filims., True,anditlike your Grace, 

That powres (in lieu of all your goodnelle ſhewne) 
His life my Lord, before your Princely feete, 

Edw, Welcometen thouſandtimes,old man againe, 
Spencer, this loue, this kindnelle tothy Kingy | 
Argues thy noble mind and diſpolution: 

Spencer, | here createthee Earleof Wilſhire, 
Anddayly will enrich thee with our fauour, 
Thar as the ſun-ſhine (hall refle&t ore thee: 
Bclide,the more to manife(t our louc, 
Becauſe we heare Lord Bru/e doth icll his Land, 
And that the Mortimers are in hand withall, 
T hou ſhalt haue Crownes of vs to-out-bid the Barons: 
And Spencer,ſparethem not,lay it on. 
Souldiers a Largis,and thrice welcome all. 

Spew. My Lord;heere comes the Queene. 

 Enterthe Oncene and ber Sonne, and 
Lewne a Frenchman. 

Edw. Madam, what newes? 

9», Newes of diſhonour Eord and diſcontenr,. 
Our friend Lewye, taithtull and full of truſt, 
Informeth vs by Lettersand by words, 

T hat Lord Yaloys our Brother, King of France, 
Becauſe your Highnelſehath beene (lacke in homage; 
Hath ſeazed Normandy into his bands, 

Theſe be the Letters;rhis che Meilenger. ® 
_ Eaw. Velcome Lewne, tuſh $6, if this beall, 
Ualo)s and I will ſoone befriends againe, 

Bur to my Gazeſfton : ſball Inever ſee, 

Neuer behold thee now? Madamin this matter 
Wewill imploy youand your lictleſonne, 

You ſhall go patley with the King of France, 
Boylee you beare youbranely tothe King, 
And do your meſſage with a Maielly, 

Prm, Commit not to my youth,things of mare wwai [leſs 
Then fits a Pcinceſo young as I to beare. | 
And tcarenot Lord andfacher,heauens great beames 

On 


- 


of Edward the ſecond. 
On Ale ſhoulder, ſhall notlye moreſafe, 
Then ſhall your charge commirred comy crult. 
2». Ah Boyxthistowardneile makes thy Mother feare 
Thou art not marktto many dayes on Earth, 
Edw. Madame, we will that = with ſpeede be ſhipe, 
And this our ſonne, Lewne,ſhall follow you, 


Wich all the baſte we can diſpatch him hence, 
Chooſe of our Lords to beare you company, 
And goe in peace, leaue vs in warres at home. 
2». Vnnaturallwars,where ſubiects brauethcir King, 
'Godend chem onceamy Lord I take my Rue, 
To make my preparation for France. 


Emer Lord Matrens. 
Edw, What Lord Agarre, doſt thou come alone? 
Aat. Yes my good Lord, for Gawefton is dead. 
Edw. AhTra haverhey put my friend to death, 
Tell me Afere,died he erethoucam'(t, 
Ordid'ſt thou ſee my friend to take his death? 
Mat. Neither my Lord,foras he was ſurpriz'd, 
Begirt with weapons, and with enemies round, 
I did your Highneſle meſſage to them all, 
Demandipg him ofthem,cntreating rather, 
And ſaid, vponthe honour of my name, . 
. That I would vndertaketo carry him 
Vnto your Highneffe,and to bring him backe. 
Eaw, And tell me,would the Kebels deny me that? 
Spen, Proud Recreants: ; 
Edw, Yea Spencer traitors all. 
Aatre. | found themat the firſt inexorable. 
The Earle of Yarwicke would not bidethe hearing, 
Mortimer hardly, Penbrooks and Lancaſter 
Spake leaſt : and when they flatly bad denyed, 
Refuſing to receiue my pledge for him, 
The Earle of Penbrooke mildly thus beſpake: 
My Lords,becauſeour Soueraigne ſends for him, 
And promilſeth he ſhall be faferecturn'd, 
I will this vndertake, to haue him hence, 
And ſec him redeliveredeo ue hands. 
2 


The Tragedy. 
E4-, Well, and how fortunes that hecamenot? 
Spen. Some treaſon, or ſome villany was Cauſe, 
7448, The Farle of Warwicke ſeaz'd him on his way, 
For being delivered vato Penbroobes men, 
Their Lord rode home;thinking his Priſoner ſafe, 
3ut ere he care FWarnickein ambulh lay, 
And bare him to his death,and ina Trench _ 
Stroke off his head, and march'c vnto the Campe, 
Sren, A bloudy part, flatly 'gainit Jaw of armes. 
Eaw, O ſhall I ſpeake,or ſhall | igh and dye | 
Spen. My Lofd,reterre your vengeance to the ſword, 
Vpan thele Barons, harten vp your men, 
Let them not vareueng'd murther your friends, 
Aduauce your Standard Edward in theheld, 
And march to firethem from their ſtartipg holes. 
Edward kneeles.and ſaith, 
By Earth;the common Mcther of vs all, 
By Heauen and all the moouing Orbes thereof, 
By this right hand,and by my Fathers (word, 
And all the Honours longing tomy Crowne, 
] will haue Heads,and Liues for him as many, 
As TIhaue Manors,Caſtles, Tones and Towers, 
Trecherous Warwicke,traiterous Aortmer:. 
If | be Englands King,in Lakes of gore 
Your headlefſe Trunkes,your bodies will I traile, 
That you may drinke your 6ll,and quatteio bloud; 
And ſtaine my royall Standard with the fame; y 
That ſo my bloudy colours may ſuggeſt 
Remembrance of revenge immortally, 
On your accurſed traiterous Progenie: 
You Villaines that haue ſlaine my Gazeſtov,. 
And ia this place of Honour and oferuſt, 
Spencer,lweete S xcer,l adoptthee heere, 
And meerely ofour loue we do create thee 
Earle of Gloſter, and Lord Chamberlaine, 
Deſpight of times,defpight of enemies. ; 
Spen, My Lord, heer's a Meſſenger from the Barons, 
Delires accelle ynto your Maieſty. 


Eadw. 


of Edward the ſeropd. 
Eiw, Admithim neere, 
Enter the Herald from the'Barons, with 
by Coateof Armes, © 
2:{, Long live King Edward, Englands lawfull Lord, 
Edw. So wiſh not they Iwis that ſent thee hither, 
Thou com'lt from 4fortemer and bis complices, 
' A rankerrout of Rebelsneuer was: 
Well,fay thy Metlage. 
1:ſ. The Barons vp in armes,by me ſalute 
Your Higbneſſe, with long life and happinetile, 
And bid me ſay as plainer royour Grace, 
That if without effuſion of bloud, 


7” 


___.;. Youvill of thizhauecafe and remedy, 


That from your Princely Perfon you remoue 
This Spencer,asa putrifying branch, 
T hat deads the royall Vine whoſe golden Leaues 
Empale your Princely head;,your Diadem, | 
Whoſe brighenetle fuch pernitiousVpſtarcs dim, 
Say they,and lovingly aduiſe your Grace, 
' Tocheriſh Vertue and Nobility, 
And haue old Servitors in high eſteeme, 
And ſhake off ſmoorh difſembling Flatrerers; 
T his granted, they, their honors, andrheirlives, 
Are to your Hiphnefſe vow'dandconfeerate. 
Spen, A Traytors, will they fill diſplay theirpride? 
Eaw. Awayytarry noanſwereburbegone, 
Rebels, will they appoint their Soucraigne 
His ſports, his pleaſures,and his company * 
Yet cre thou gor, ſeehowTdoe divorce - Embrace 
Spencer from me: nowgettheeto thy Lords, © | Spencer, 
And cell thenrFwill cometo! them, 
For murthering Gaweſton thie rhee, pac wo 
Edward with fire and ſword; followe _ 7 hetles, 
My = nk you hoy theſeRe OY 
Souldiers, good hearrs;defendyour Soveraignes right, 
For now,euennow;we march to tnakethem Rtoope, 
Away. LOO VG SY 3% 1) WAH Ya ts 40  Exonnt. | 
Alarms, Excarſions,a great Fightpind #Rerwiwt” ©” ©. 
a | | F 3 Enter 
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Enter the King, Spencer the fat her Spencer the ſoune, 
and the Noblemen of the Kmys ſide. _ 
Edw. Why doe weſound retreat? vponthern Lords, 

This day I ſhall powre vengeance with my ſword 

On thoſeproud Rebels that are vp inarmes, 

And do confront and cauntermaund their King, 
Spen./en, | doubr it Bot my Lord,right will prevaile;, 
Sper. fa. Tis not amitle my Leige for cither part, 

To breatha whilc, our men with ſweat and duſt 

All chockewell neare, begin to faiorfor heate, 

And this retire retreſheth horſe and man, 

Spen, ſou. Heerecomethe Rebels, 
Emerthe Barens, Alortimer, Lancaſter, Warwicke, 
Penbrooke, cum caters, (terers, 
HMor.T. ooke Lancaſter,yonderis Edward among his flat- 
Lan, And therelet him bee, till he pay decrely for their 
company. 
Far. And ſhall,or Farwicks {word ſhall ſmite in vaine: 
| Eaw,What Rebels,doyou ſhrinke,and ſound retreat? 
Hor, No Edwardno,thy flatterers faintand fe. 
Lav», Th'ad beſt betimes forſakethceand their trains, 

For theile betray thee,traytors as they are. 

Spen. ſox. T raytor on thy face , rebellious Lancaſter, 
Pev, Away baſe.Vpſtart,brau'ſt chou Nobles thus? 
Spen, fa. A noble attempt and honourable deede, 

_ Is it nottrowye,to aſſemble aide, '- - 

And leviearmes againſt your lawfull King? 

Eaw. For which ere long their heads ſhall ſatishe, 

T appeaſe thewrath of their offended King. 

Afor. Then Edward thou wilt fight it co the laſt, 

And rather bath thy fword in ſubietsbloud 

Thea baniſh that pernitiqus company. 

|= I —_— ("a then airs be aps 

eEng Civill Townes huge heapes ot itones, 

And plowes togoeabout our Palace = 
War, Adeſperateand vnuaturail reſolution, 

Alarum to the fight, Saint George for England, 

Andthe Barons right. 


of Edward the ſecond. 
Edw.S, George for England, and King Edwards EF p5 
Emer Edward, with the B arons captines. "p%: NE 
Edw. NowlTully Lords,now not b c of warre, 
BE LL COS : e | 
aild is your pride,methinkesyou hang the head 
But weele aduance them Traytos,now j eime : 
To be aueng don you for all your braues, 
And forthe murther of my deereft friend, 
Towhom right wellyon knew our foule was knit, 
_- Good Pierce of Ganeſſon my ſweete fauorit, 
Ah Rebels, Recreants, you made him away. 
Edam, Brother, in regard of chee and of thy Land, 
Did they remoue that Flatterer from thy Fhrone. 
Edw, So (ir,you haue ſpoke,away, auoid our preſence, 
Accurfed wrerches,waſtin regard of vs, 
When we had ſent our Mel cngers to reqael? 
He might beſpar'd to cometo e with vs, 
And Penbrooke vadertooke for his returne, 
T hat thou proud Farwicke watchtthe priſoner, 
Poore Peirce,and headed him 'gain(t law of armes, 
For which thy head ſhall overlookethe reſt, 
As much as thou in rageout wentltthe ref}. 
War, Tyrant, | ſcornethythreats and menaces, 
Tis but temporall chatthou canſt infli. 
Lan, The worlt is death,and betcer dye to live, 
Then liueininfamy vader ſuch a King. 
Edw, Away with them my Lord of Wiacheſter, 
Theſe luſty Leaders Yarwicke and Lancaſter, 
I charge you roundly off with doth theic heads,away. 


War. Farewell vaine world, 
Lan, Sweete Mortimer farewell, 
Ator. England vakinde tothy Nobility, 
Grone for this griefe, behold how thou art maimed, 
Edw, Goe take that haughty Mortimer to the Tower, 


There fee him ſafe beſtowed;and for the reſt, 
Doe ſpeed; execution on them all,be gone, i 
Mor. What Mortimer2can ragged ſtony walles 


Immure thy vertue that aſpires to Heauen,. 
No Edward Englands ſcourge, it may not be, 


Hor 


- 


The Tragedy Þ Jon \ 
Meortimers hope ſurmounts hie fortune farre, (friends. 
E4. Sound Drums and Trumpets, march with me my 
Edward this day hath crown d him King anew, Ex. 
HManen Spencer filmy, Lewne and Baldock. 
y pen, Lewes, che erult tar we repoſe in thee, 
Begersthe quiet of King Edwards Land, 
Therefore be gove 1n halt,ang with aduice, 
Beſtow thar T rea(ure on rhe Lords of France, 
That therewithall enchanted like the Guard 
That ſuffered love to patſein ſhowers of Gold 
To Danae,all ard may be denyed 
To /ſabel{the Queene,that now in France 
Makes tricnds,tocrolſerhe Seas with her young ſonne, 
Aod ſtep into bis fathers Regiment, 
Lew. T bats it theſe Barons and theſubtill Queens 
Long levied ar, 
Bald. Yea,but Lewne thou ſeeſt, 
T heſe Barons lay their heads on blocks together, 
Whar they intend the Hangman fruſtrates cleane, 
Lew. Haueyouno doubt my Lords, lleclaps cloſe, 
Arvoug the Lords of France with Englands Gold, 
T hat //abe!! (hall make her plaints in vaine, 
And France ſhall be obdurate with her teares. 
Spen, Then make for France,amaine Lewxe away, 
Proclaime King Edward: warres and victories. 
| Enter Edmond,  Exennt onmes. 
Edm.Faireblowegghe wind for France,blow gendle gale, 
Till Zamord be arriu'd for Englands goud, 
Nature,yeeld tommy Countries cauſc in this, 
A Brother,no,aBuctherof thy friends, 
Proud Edward doſt thou baniſh me thy preſence? 
But Ile to France,and cheerethe wronged Queene, 
And certjfte = Edward: loolenelle is, 
Vnnacurall King coſlaoghter Noblemen, 
And cheriſh Flatterers : Mortimer | ſtay deuice, 
Thy ſweeteeſcape, ſtand graciousgloomy nightto his 
Emer Mortimer diſguiſed, 
Mor. Holla, who yalketh theregilt you wy te PR 


of Edward the ſecond. 
£dm. Mortimer tis [Þur haththy potion wrought ſo 
happily? 
Ador.[t hath my Lord, the Warders all aſlcepe, 
| thanke them,gaue meleauetopaſſein peace. 
But hath your Gracegoe ſhipping into France? 
Edam, bFeareitnot. Exenm, 
Emer the 2 neene and ber ſonne, 
2s, Ah Boy,our friends do failevs all in France: 
The Lords are cruell and the Kivg vnkind, 
What ſhall we doe? . 

P rince. Madame,returne toE land, 
And pleaſe my Father well, and then a Fig 
For all my Vacles elem Rans in France, 
I warrant you lle winne bis Highneſſe quickly, 
A loues me better then a thouſand Spencers. 

#, Ab Boy, thou artdeceiu'd atleaſt inthis, 
Tothinkethat wecan yet be tun'd cogether, 
No,no, we iarre too farre;vakind Yaloyr, 
Vnhappy 1/abel, when France reieds, 
Whither,O whither doſtchou bend chy fteps? 

Enter Sir Tobu of Henol:. 

$. Toby, Madam,what cheere? 
2s, Ah good Sir Jobn of Henoky 

Neuer ſo cheereleſſe,nor ſo farrediſtreſt. 

S. obs, T heare (weete Lady of the Kings vakindnefle, 
Butdroope not Madam,Noble minds contemne 
Defpaire : will your Grace with meto Henolt, 

And there lay times aduantage with your ſoane? - 
How ſay you my Lord,will you goe with your friends, 
And ſhake offall ourfortunes equally? 

Pris. So pleaſeth the Queene my Mother,meit likes, 
The King of England, nor the Court of France, 
Shall haueme from my gratious Mothers ſide, 
Till I be ſtrong enoughto breake a ſtafte, 
And then have at theproudeſt Spencers head, 

Sir John, Wellſaid my Lord, L 

2%. Oh my ſweere beart, how do] mone thy wrongs? 

Yet triumph in che hope of _— ions ax 
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Ah ſweet Sir John,cuen toche vemoſt verge 
Of Exrope, or the ſhore of Tana;/e,_ 
Will wewich thee to Hene/t;ſo we will, 
The Marqueile is a noble Gentleman, 
His Grace Edare preſume will welcome me, 
Bur who ate theſe? 

Emer Edmond and Mortimer. 

Edm, Madam, lang may youliue, 

Much happier then your friendsin Exgland'do, 

9n. Lord Edmond and Lord Mortimer aliue, 
Welcome to France : the newes was here my Lord, 
That you were dead,or very neere your death. 

Mor. in, Lady,thelaſt was trueſt ofthe twaine,. 
But Mortimer releru'd for better hap; 

Hath ſhaken offthethraldome ofthe Tower, 
And lives to aduanceyour Standard good my Lord. 

Privy, How meane you, andthe King my Father lives? 
No my Lord tortimer, not I; Ltrow. , 

#. Not ſonnezwhy not? would it were no worſe, 
But gentle Lords,friendleſle weare in France. 

Afor.in, Mounlierle Grand,a Noble friend of yours, 

Told vs at our arriuall allthenewes, 

How hard the Nobles,how vnkind the King - 

Hath ſhewed himſclie, but Madam, right makesroome,. 
Whereweapons want,and though a many friends, 

' Aremadeamnay, as Wurwicke, Lancaſter, 

And others cf our party and faction; 

Yer haug we fticnds,allure your Grace in England; 
Wouldcaſt vp cappes,andelap their hands for ioy, 

To {cevs there appointed for our foes. 

Edm,Would all were well,and Edward wellreclaim'd, 
For E _ honour,peace, and quictneſſe, 

Ator. Bue by theſword,my Lord, it muſt bedeſeru'd, 
The King will nere forſake his flatterers. 

S.lobn. My Lords of England; ſith the vngentleKing, 
Of France refuſeth co giueaid of armes, 
Tothis diſtreſſed Queene bis Siſter heere, 

Goeyounih ares Henbdoubeyenot, = 
e 


Amm_—_—e — 


of Edward the ſecond. ; 

Wewill find comfort,mony, men,and friends, 

How ſay young Prince,what thinke you of the march? 
Prin, | thinke King Edward will oucrunne vs all, 
2». Nay Sonne,not ſo, and you mult nat diſcourage 

Your friends that are ſo forward in your aide. 

Edm. Sir lobn of Henole, pardon vs I pray, 

Theſe comforts that yougiue our wofull Queene, 

Bind vs in kindneſſeall at your command, 
2u, Yea gentle brother,and the God of Heaven, 

Proſper your happy motion good Sir /ohn. 

Aor, T his noble Gentleman forward in armes, 

Was'borne[ {ce to be our Anchorhold, 

— uw $9 thy —— bo 

| That ; Queene,and Noblesin diflreſle, 

 Hauebeeneby thee reftor'd and comforted. 

S. Jobu. M.dame along and you my Lotd with me, 

That Englands Pceres may Heno/ts welcomeſee, 

Emer the King, Matreuts the rwoSpencers with others, 
Edw. Thus after manyrhreats of wrathfull warre, 

Triumpheth Englands Edward with his friends, 

And triumph Edward with his friends vacontrold, 

My Lord of Gloſter,doe you hearethenewes? 

Spen. iu, What newes my Lord? 
Edw, Why man,they es Sr0y aro > execution 

Dune throughthe Realme,my Lordof e1 wndel!” 


You have the gore, haue you not? . 
Meat, From the Lieutenant of the Tower my Lord, 


Edw, | pray let ys ſee it what haue wetherc? 
Read it Spencer. Spencer reades their names. 
Why ſo? they bark't apacenot long agoe, 
Now on my litexheileneither barkenor bite. 
Nowdirs, the newes from France, Glolter I crow, 
The Lords of France Joue Englandegold ſowell, 
As [{abel{gets no aid frem thence. 
Wheat now remaines,heue you proclaim'd my Lord, 
Revacdfor them can bring in Afortimer? 
Spen. is, My Lord A" if he bein England. 
2 
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A will be had ere long | doubt it not. 
« E2w.1f,dooſt thou lay? Spencer, as true asdeath, 
He is in Englands ground,our Port-maſters 
Are not ſo careleiſeof their Kings command. 
EA Enter a Poaſt. (thele? 

How now, what newes with thee ? from whence come 

Poaſt. Letters my Lord, and tidipgs forth cf France, 
To you my Lord of Gloſter from Lewne. 

Edw. Reade. 

Spencer reades the Letters, 

My duty to your Honour premiſed,&c. 1 have accor- 
ding toinſtraQions inthatbehalfe, dealt with the King 
of France his Lords,and effeed thatthe Queene all dil- 
contented and diſcomforted , is gone, whither if you 
aske, with Sir /ohn of Henolt, Brothertothe Marquell, . 
into Flaunders : with-themare gone Lord Edmond, and 
the Lord Mortimer, hauing in their company diuers of 
your Nation and others, and as conſtant report gocth , 
they intend to giue King Edward battell in England, ſoo- 
ner then hee can looke for them : this is allthenewes of 
Import, 

Your Honogrs in all ſeruice,Lewne. 


Eaw.Ah Villaines, hath that CHortimer eſcapt? 
With him is Edmond gone allociate: | 


AndwillSir /obn of Henolt lead the round? 
Welcome a Gods name Madam and your fonne, 
England ſhall welcome you,and all yourroute, 
Gallop apace bright Phebus through the skye, 
And dusky night in ruſty Iron Carre, 
Betweeneyou both, ſhorten thetime I pray, 
That I may ſee that moſt deſired day, - 

When we may meetetheſetraytors in the field, 

- Ahnothing greeues me but my little Boy, 

Is thus miſled to countenance their ils. 
Cometriends to Briſtow,thereto make vs ftrong, 
And winds as equall beto bring themin, 

- As you mniurious wereto beare them forth. 


Emer the ©zeene, her ſon, Edmond, Mortimer, and Sir John. 


We 


of Edward the ſecond. | 


v. Now Lords, our louing friends and counttyn: 
nrE to England all with profperoas woe nen bang 
Our kindel! friends in Belgia haue we left 
To cope with friends at home : a _ caſe, 

Whea force to force is knit, and ſword and glaue 
In ciuil!l broiles make kin and countrimen 2 
Slaughter themſelues in others, and their (ides 
With their owne weapons goar'd,but what's the helpe? 
Miſgouern'd Kings are cauſe of all this wrack, 
And Edwardthouart one among them all, 
Whoſe looſenctle bath hetrayed thy Land to (poyle, 
And made the Chanaell ouerflow with bloud 
Of thine owne peopletpatron ſhould(t thou be, but thou....... 
Mor. Nay Madam,it you be a Warrier, 
You mult not grow ſo paſſionate in ſpeeches, 
Lords, (ith that we are by ſufferanceof Heauen, 
Arriu'd and armedin this Princes right, 
Heere for our Countries cauſe ſweare we to him 
All homage, fealty and forwardneſle, 
And forthe open wrongs and injuries 
Edward hath doneto vs, his Queeneand Land, 
We come in armes to wrecke it with theſword: 
T hat Englands Queene in peace may repolle(ſe 
Her Digaities and honours: and withall 
We may remoue theſe flatterersfrom the King, 
That hauockyEnglands wealth aad treaſury, 
$, 1», Sound Trumpets my Lord, and forward let ys 
Edward will thinke we cometo flatter him, (march 
Eam, | would he neuer had beene flattered more. 
Enter the King, Balddcke,and Spencer the 
/onnerfyie about the Stage, 
Spen. Fly,fly, my oAthe Queene is ouer-{trong, 
Her friends do multiply,and yours do fayle, 
Shape we our courſe to /reland thereto breath. 
Ediv, What,was I borne to flye and runneaway, 
Andleauethe Afortimers Conquerours behinde? 
Giue me my Horſeand lets re'nforceourtroopes: 


And in this bed of honour dye with fame. 
A Gros G 3 Bald, 


_ The Trgged) 
Bald. O no my Lord, this Princely reſolution 
Fits noe the time, away,weare purſued. 
Edmond alone with a Sword ana Target. 
Edm, This way be fled;but Iam cometoo late, 
Edward, alas my heart relgnts for thee, 
Proud Traytor 4ortimer why doſt thou chaſe 
Thy lawfull King thy Soueraigne,withthy (word? 
Vildewretch, and why haſt thou of all vokinde, 
Bornearmesapainſtthy Brother and thy King? 
Raine ſkowers of Vengeance on my curſed head 
Thou God,to whom in iuſticeit belongs 
To puniſh this vanaturall reuole: 
Edward, this IZortimer aimes at thy life: 
O fiye him then, but Edmonacalme this rage, 
Diſſemble or thou dielt, for Afortimer 
And [ſabell do kifle while they conſpire, 
And yet ſhebeares afaceof loue forſooth: 
Fie on that loue that hatcheth death and hare, 
| Edmond away,Briftow to Longſhankes bloud 
Is falſe, be not found ſingletor ſuſpect: 
Proud /fortimey prices necre into thy walkes. 
Enter the Ducene, Mortimerthe Jong Prince 
axd Sir lohu of Henalt. 
2u, Succesfull battel] gives the God of Kings, 
To them that fightin right and feare his wrath: 
Since then ſucceſſiyely we haue preuail'd, 
Thanked be Heauens great archireAt and you, 
Ere farther we proceede my noble Lords, 
We heere create our welbcloued ſonne, 
Of loue and care vnto his royall perſon, 
Lord Warden of the Realme,and (ith the fates 
Have made his father ſo vnfortunate, 
Deale you my Lords in this,my louing Lords, 
Asto your wiſedomes fitreſt ſeemes in all. 
Edm. Madam,without offence if I may aske, 
How will you deale with Edward in his fall? 
Prin,Tell me good Vakle,what Edward do you meane? 
Erm, Nephew, your father,l darenotcall him King. 
| Mor. 


OY 


_ of Edwardibe ſecond. 

AHMor, My Lord of Kew,what needes theſe queſtions? 
Tis not in her controulment,nor in ours, 
But as the Realme and Parliament ſhall pleaſe, 

Soſhall your Brother be diſpoſed of. 
I like not this relenting moode in Edmond. 
Madam, tis good tolooke to him betimes. 
2». My Lord,the Maior of Briſtow knowes our mind. 
Mor. Yea Madam,and they ſcape not caſa] Y3 | 
T hat fledthe field. 
La. Baldocke is with the King. 
A goodly Chancellour, is ke not my Lord? 
S. lohn. Soarethe Spencers;the father and theſonne. 
Edm.This Edwardisthe ruine ofthe Realme. 
Exter Rice ap Howell, and the Maier of Briſtow, 
with Spencer the father. . 
Rice. God ſaue Queene //abell, and her Princely ſonne, 


Madam,the Maior and Citizens of Briſtow 
Inſigne of loue and duty to this ps , 
Preſent by me this Traytor to ie State, 


Spencer, the Father to that 'xanton Spencer, 
Thatlike the lawletle Cati/ine of Rome, 
Reueld in Englands wealth and Treaſury. 
2u, Wethanke you all; 
Mor. in, Y our louing care inthis, 
Deſerueth Priacely fagours and rewards, 
Bur where's the King and the other Spencer fled? 

Rice, Spencer the{onne;created Earle of Gloceller, 

Is with that ſmooth rongu'd Scholler:Baldocke gone, 
And ſhipt butlate for Ireland withtheKiog. 

Moria. Sore whirlewind fetch them backe, or ſinke 
them all: 
T hey ſhall be ſtarted thence I doubt it not. 

Prin, Shall | not ſeethe King my facher yet? 
Edam, Vnlappi's Edward,chaſt Englands bounds. 
S. Iobu, Madam, what reſteth, why ſtand yeina muſe? 
9s, I rue my Lordsillforruncybut alas, 
Careof my Country cald metothis warre. . F 
Ador, Madam, bauedonewithcare and ſad compare 
[FE our 


The Tragedy 


Your King hath wrong'd your Country and himſelfe, 
And we mult (ecketo right it as we may. 
Mcanc while, baue hence this Rebell co the block. 
Spen pa, Rebell is he that fights againſt the Prince, 
So fought not they that fought in Edwards right. 
Mor. Take hun away,he prates,you Rice ap Howell, 
Shall do good (eruice to her Maieſty, 
Being of countenance in your Conntry heere, 
To follow theſe rebellious Runagates, 
We in meane while Madam,mult take advice, 
How Baldeck,Spencer, and their complices, 
May inthcir fall be followed totheirend. 
E xennt omnes. 
&nter the Abbot, Monkes, Eaward, Spencer, 
and Baldocke. 
Ab. Haueyou no doubt my Lord, haue you no feare. 
As filent,and as carefull we will be, 
T o keepe your Royall perſon (afe with vs, 
Free from ſuſpe& and fell inualion 
Of ſuch as haue your Maieſty in chaſe, 
Yourſelfe,and thoſe your choſen company, 
As danger of this (tormy time requires, 
Edw, Father,thy face ſhould harbour no deceit, 
O had'(tchou cuer beenea King,thy heart 
Pierc't deepely with ſence of my diſtreſle, 
Could nor but cakecompallion of my ſtate. 
Stately and proud,in riches andintraine 
Whilom [ was powerfull and full of pompe, } 
But what is he, whom rule and Empery . 
Hauenotin lifeor death made miſerable? 
Come Spencer, come Baldecke,come fit downe by me, 
Maketryallnow of thy Philoſophie, : 
That in ourfamous nurſeries of Arts 
Thou ſuckedit from Plato,and from eArifotle, 
Father this life contemplatiueis Heaucn, 
O that I might this life in quiet lead, 
But wealas arechaſt;and you my friends, 
Your lives and my diſhonour they purſue, 
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Bald. We were imbark't for Ireland, 
With aukward winds,and with ſore tempeſts driven 
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Tis inthenameof: 


My Lord,why droope yourhus? -. 
4s, Oday |the laſt ofall my bliſſeon earth, . , * 
Center of all misfortune. O myStarres | | | 
Why do you lowre vnkindly on a King? 
Came Leſter then in I/abe{/arname; 
To take my life,ny company from me? 
Heere mantip vp this panting breaſt of mine; 
And take my heart inreskew of my friends. 
Rice. Away with them, 
Spen, in, It may become thee yet, 
To 5 take our farewell of his Grace... 
Abb. My heart withpitty earnes to ſee this light; 
A King to beare theſe words and proud commands. 
Edw. Spencer ab {wet Spencer thus theo mult we part. 
Sper. in, We maft my Lord;ſo will theangry Heaucns, 
Edw. Nay ſo will Hell and cruel Mortimer : | 
The gentle Heauens have not to doin this, - 
Bald, My Lord, it is invaine co grieve or ſtorme, 
Heere bumbly of your Grace weotake our leaues,' 
Our Lots are caſt, I feareme ſo isthine, 
Edw.In Heauen we may,ie cartb never ſhall we mect, 
And Leifter ſay, what ſhallbecomeof vs: 
Lei, Your Maieſty muſtgoe ro Killingwarth, 
Edw, Mult ! Tis ſomewhat hard,when Kings muſt go. 
Lei, Here isa Litter ready for your Grace, 
T hat waites your pleaſure,andtheday growes old. 
Rice, As good be gone as {hy:and bebenighted,  / 
Edw, K Litter hatfchai, Lay me-on a Hearſe, _. 
And to the gates of Hell conuay me hence, 
Let P/wor Belsring out my fatall knell, 
And Hagshowleformy deathat Chavrns ſhore, 
For friends hath Edwardnonebut theſeand theſe, = 
And __ ara on vndera ih 
Rice, My Lord begoing,care not bs 
For we ſhall fee themſhorter by the heads. 
Edw, Well,that ſhallbe,ſhallbe,pare we mult, . 
Sweet Spencer, gentle Ba/docke, part we mult, . 
Hence fained weedes, vnfainedaremy woes, . 


Father; 


of Edward Mr ſed, 
Father, farewell » Libor thou Aeilk for me, 
And goel muſt, Life farewell with my friends. | 
Exennt Edward and Lancaſter. | 
Sper. O is he gone | isNoble Edverdgone, | 
Parted from pt ba agirT 0 a9 more, 
eto is ſins 
Ge - 1 _—_ = returne. 
41a. Spencer, 1leeour 7 = 11 hamanet 
We aredepriu' dihe ſpn-ſhige hogs 
Pyar nong.crs wo + throw \ CE ions 
And heart and hand 
Pay Naturcsdebt 
Reduce en Lara = 
 Todye,fweere Spencer, thereforeliue we all, 
oper alli > tons wr oh: fall, * 
Rice &, Come, e preachments till: 
come to.the cnoepake 1 
Yon,& ſuchas younre,haue made wile work in England, 


W our Lordthips away ? 
jg” ac YourLerdſhi oY RE TANE 
v/ what elſe? 


Rice, Remember thee 
Follow metothe Towne. 


Enter the King, nn. os 4 Biſbey for 


RE. B TT ceaſe to lamen 
ine pun goodey were your Court: * 
nd that youlay for pleaſure heere a ſpace, 


Nor of compulſion orneceſlity : 
| bs. Leiter if on etonkirne 


Thy me Sake 'd my forrow 
Forkinde ad teat hey be 


But not 
Runnes toan 


—— 


The Tragedy 73 th 3 
Should drinke his bloud,mounte wp tothe are) | 
And ſoit fares with me,whoſe dauntleſſernind ' + | - 4 
T he ambitious -Hortimer would ſecke ro curbe,. 
And that vnnaturali Queene falſe {/abe(/, Y cit, * 
That thus bath tron”. age apriſon, &1 
Forſuch outragious paſſions cloy my ſoule, 13 20> 1] 
As with the wings of rancour anddifdaine £7 
Full oft am | ſoaring vp to Heanen, 
To plaine me tothe Gods againſt chem both:- 
But when I cal! "—_ Iama Kings 
Methinkes I ſhou me of my wrongs, 
That Aortimer and _ vn done. i. 
But what are Kings, regiment is gone; 
But oerfoltſhadowes ina fur-ſhine day? | 
My Nobles rule, I beare the name of King, - E2 | 
3 I weare the Crowne, but amcontrould by them: - | 
-- By Mortimer,and my vnconſtant Queene,. 
2. Who ſpots my nupriall bed with infamy, 
p Whilſt Iam lodg'd within this Caveof carc, 
Where ſorrow at my elbow ſtill attends, 
Tocompany my heart wich ſad laments, | 
XX That bleedes within me forthis ſtrange exchange. 
Wo Buttell me mult T'now religne my Crewne, 
—* To make vſurping A/ortimer a King? 
Bye. Your Grace miftakes,itis for Englands good,, 
And Princely Eawardrright,wecrauethe Crowne, . * 
Eaw, Notisfor Hortumer, not Edwards bead, - 
For hees a Lambe;encompatſed by Woluds, 
= | Which in a moment willabridgebivlite: | | 
* Butifproud Mortimer doe weare this Crowne, 
= | | Heauens turne it'toa blazeof 


= 
- 


LEN 
So (hall notEnglands Vines be 
But Edward: name ſuruive;the 


my q; 
TwoKings in England eangot ar once; = A 
But flay an hile nn _— I 
That | may mane vpon thisgli w_— 
My head the lateſt 
Andioyntly both: 
yay 
et neuer (ilent corn 11 coo ah 
Stand ſtill you watches of the Element, 
All rimes and ſeaſonss o 
That Edward _ 


But dayes bright beame 
And aka [ Ars wiſhed Crowne, 
Inhumanecreatures,nueſtwith Tigers milke, 


Why gapeyoufor pee ans 


M [ 
Me nos. 


See Mon 
What feare you not the fury of your King? 


But hapleſſe Edward,cthou = ay leds. | 
They paſſe not forthy frowned aig _ 
Bur ſecke to makea geweletted Kings. . 

Which fils my-mind with lirenge ; 
- Which thoughtsaremg 
Andi in man comon fitide Lnoue,..: 
But thatTfeele the Crowne bead;:... 

And therefqrelerme' © 5s $ F250 chiv 
Tru. My Lord; 


Edw, Vlenoe of you: 
Traytors be gout 1C, arti 
koes | 


\WzYP 1-39. 


$ 
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Their bloudand yours ſtall feale 
Bis. Thisanſwere weelererurne,and ſo farewell... 


Les,Call them againewy Lord, and ſpeakethem faire; 

For if they.goe,the Prince ſhall loſe his righr. + 
Edw.Call thouchem backe,l haue no powerto ſpeake. 
Lei, M y Lord, rhe [ toreligne, 


Kingis willing 
Biſ>. It he benor;lethim chuſe. 
Eaw.O would I might, but heauens andearth con 
To make memiſerable: herereceiuemy Crowne, -  - 
: R:ceiucit?no, theſe innocendthands ofmine 
. . _ _  Shallnotbegyuileyoffofouleacrime; 
F\ Heof youall that molt deſires my bloud, 
4 |  Andvillbecald themurthererofaKivg, 
Take it : whatare you mou'd?pittyyourne? 
Then ſend for vnrelenting Afortimer 
And [/abell, whoſe eyeybeing turn'd tolteele, 
Will ſooner ſparkle firerhen ſhed a teare: 
Yer ſtay, for ratherthen I will lbokeon them, 
Heere, beere: now ſweete Godof Heauen, 


Make medefpiſethis t1 
Andlitfor jou naar ah 
- Sy Comedeath, andwiththy emy eyes, 
: __ Orif Ilivelet meforgermylclfe, 
Emer Bartley, 
Burt, My Lord ern 


Fans refs olnalp E 
way,out or my Lignt 

Griete makes meLunaticke, OY 
Let not that Afortimer proteRt my ſonne, 
More ſafety there is in a Tigers Iawes © 
Then hisimbracements: bearechisto the 
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Ws k ſhe nor mooved 
& | | 


Commend meto my Sonneand bidhim rule 


Better then Lycthow haueT © 
Videſſeirhorkhtoomacdclan e- 


— Tx Andthurmolkhumblydo yenkgour ave; 


m—_— <__— — C 2 - 


Andrell thy 
Bart, My Lordchi 
Can harbourima man of noblek 
Todoe your Hig deuoire,.  . 


And ſaueyou your foes, Bartley would p 
Lei My Lord;the Councell a > 0p OY 


That Irelignemy 
mnonblroa my Lond: 


Edv.Andwho Pa” 
 -_ Bart,l my molgachn ban eres” 
| Sdw,By Mortimer Ma pen written here, 
Well may 'Irenrbisname,th 
This poorercuengs hath io 
90 may his limbs Ve A 
Heare me mma loxr, and grant33 too, 
Bar,Your Gracemulthence nth me toJorl FI 


F:-- . Whicher | 7:8.” eſa 
i exerycarthii fi forburiall, 


*=s 5 Favouding 
Bart, Euenſo beti 
Edw, My enemy hachp 
And thar'sthecauſe that I amnow remou'd, 
|; Bar, And thinks yout Gracethat Bar 
&aw.l knovinor;ond ofchizaml1] a 
That death endsall;and1] canGyebut Once, 
Leiceſter farewell. 
Lei, Not yer my Lord,llabeareyourn yourway; 
Enter Mortimer and Daceue Iſabe 
Ator. i Faire en ane | Pee 
The proud'ce | 
Haue done cheir 
And he Lnlcetajne 2p! 


Berul'd b fol winks. 
Ja any calctake eds ofghildih fear." 


nilbecruel? 


' For 


Thar ifheſlip wpon 

Andgripetheſorer being 

Thioket dam ed 

To ere yourſonne with all t Jo_ mays - 

And thatI be Protector oner him, 4 

For our behoofe, 'twill bearethe greater ſway, 

When asa Kings name hallbe: vnder writ. 
9n, Sweete Mertimoy,the life of Iſabel, 

Be thou perſwadedthatT love thee well, 

And therefore ſo the Princemy ſonne be ſafe, 

Whom Fon xy 

gens mar mman by rn ou wits 

And 1 my ſelfewill 
Mor. in. harp curl weredepos'd, 

And thenlet ine alone handle hin... | 

+ - "Enter Me 

Aor, in, Lotions Sonwagnor | 

Aſſn, From Killin nr foo my xray 

©s. How faresmy Lord che 

Aeſſen, In health Madarn,burfull haeaf penſivenefſe, 

#, Alas poore ſoule,would I could eale his gricfe, 

es gentle Winchefter,lirra be gone. 

W in .TheKing ha willingly rclſign'd his Crowne, 

9». O happy newes,ſend for the Prince my ſonne. 

Bi.Further,or this Letter was ſeal'd,Lord Fan chime, 

So that he nowis gone from Killingworth, 

And wehaue heard that Edweed laid aplot, - 

Toſet his brother freeme more but ſo, 

The Lord of Bartley isſo pittifull, 

As Leiceſter that had him before, 
2%. Thenlet ſome: his Guardian, 
for. in, Let me aloneghere is the priuySeale, 

Whoſe there, call hither Garvey and Afatrexis, 

To daſhthe heauy beaded Edmond: drift, 

Bartley ſhall be di he Kingremou'd, 

And none but we ſhall know wherehe lieth. 


2e.But Adevintr, as log an ke faruives 


T 


* 
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Aer.in, Anthou inceadeſt to riſeby AMertimer, | 

Who now makes Fortunes wheelerurne as he pleaſe, 

Secke all chemeanesthoucan(t comakehimdroope, 

And neither giue him kind word nor. goodlooke, - 
Gur, I warrant you my Lord. 
Ator, in, And this S_ the reſt, becauſe we heare 

anantran =p wow h 1/9. , 

Remoue bim ſtillfrom place roplaceby night, 

Till at the laſt he come to Killingworth, | 

And chea from thenceto Bariley backeagaine: - 

And by the way tomakehim free che more, ES 

Speake curſily roHhim,andioanyuaſec + 

Let no man comfort him,[f he chance to weepe, IS 

But amplifie his griefe with bicrer words, 

AMatr. Fearenor: m y Lord,weele do as you command, 

poſt thither wards amaine. 


0. "vba iq of 
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oa 4: 
2s, 
Morin, How nag my 4 rnabort Locdof! Kent? 
Edm Jn health ſweet Aforrimer;how fares your Graces: 
», Wellifmy Lord yaatbaedwaarezalay” d. 
| —_ ot late he ach depos'd bimſclfe.. 
ts The more my griefe, 
Aer, in. And mine. 
Edm, Ab they doedillemble. bd Sify ct 
2, Sweete lonne come hither;I muſt ralke with thee. 
Mor. iv. You heing his Vade,andthe nexc of bloud;, 
Doelooketa be Protector oger the Prince, -- 
£dm.Not I my Lord :who ſhould protetthe ſonne;. 
But ——_— evehin life] meane theC QueeneZ. 
rin. Mother, perfivademe notto wearethe Crowne, 
hes him be King, am too youog to raigne. 
2%. But be content, ſceing it is his Highnes pleaſure. 
Prin, Tp mma firlt, andthen will. 
2s. Brother ak is impoſſible, . 
Priv, Why, is he dead? 
IT. No, God forbid, 
would thoſewords proceeded from your heart... 
Her in. laconſiant dei doc thoufauour bir, 
That waſt a cauſc of biximprivament?. 
Edm.The more cauehaue Enewro make amends. 
for 1x.] tcH thee tixnos taceeabai oncſolalle. - 
My Lord. nee ihe King kitheochan. 
y 
Andthereforetruſthim nor. re 


Prin, Bu hrepeomanlorone for on, 
Dn. Come Sor 1c OTC and me. 


Prim, ND Ub . 
Cor. Why ye | hinſbe of Mortimer? 
TO by forces Bib v! 91; 14,vi HONG 


Prim, 


Ent, SE 
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Hence will I haſt ro - 2h 
And reſcue Edward wo wry 
Tobe reueng d on Afortimerand thee.” 


Exennt oxenes. 
rep funrotarhoce Says with the Ki 
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Jit downe,for weele be Barbars to your Grace. 
Edvw. Traytors away, what will you munther me, 
Orchoake your Soueraigne wich- puddle water? - 
Gur. No,butwaſh your face,& ar away your beard, 
Leſt you be knowne,andſobereſcucd, 
Si Why (trive you thus,your labour is jnvaine? 
Edw.The Wren may ftrive again{tthe Lions ſtrevgths, 
But all in vainc, (o vainely.do1 ſtrive, 
To —_— for mercy at a Tyrants hand; - -- 
Th waſh him with pudale mag” ob 
bu beardaw 
'  Irmmortallpowers:thatknowes the painefull, cares, 
 Thatwaites ypon my,poorediſtrefled ſoule, 
O leucll all yourlookes vpon thele Men, 
That wrongsthcir Leige & Soueraigne, and King, 
O Gaueſtonzit is for thee that Lam wrang'd,/ 
For mc, both thouandborh the Spencers died, 
And for your ſakes athouſand wrongs lletake,. 
The Spexcers Ghoſts where caer they remaine,. 
Wiſh well co mine,thencuſh,forchem Ile dye. -  - - 
Matr.Tw wig theirs and yours ſhall beno on 
- Come,come away, now putthe Torches out, - 
Wecelecnter in by darkenelieto Rey 
' Enter Edmond... 
Ger. How now, who cames there? 
Marr. Guard the Kiog {ure;itis rhe Eacleof Kent, 
Edw. 0 gentlebrothes belpe to.reſcuemes.; ; 
Matr, ke cepe themaſundergthryRin the King. 
Eam. Soultliere; lee mebuulkatobimonenerd. Y 


Gur. B Bind los todos | 
Edm, Where is the Cpurtbut hecreghere is eKing, 
And [ will viſiee/hia,why-flay you met; 

ade Tho Gpuniwiby Lon rnb remain, 
aero QNOU d(ofarewell. 


of Edwardithe ſecond. 
Excunt Marreuyy and Gurneyywiththe Ki; > 141. | 
WF. hn = nies Sowldiers, - = | 
miſerable is thac common weale, wv hacked: 
Keepe Courts,and Kings arelockt in Priſon |} A 

Sold, Wherefore (tay we? an Sirs tothe Courr. 

Zame.1,leadme whither you will,cucnco my death, 
Secing that my Brother cannot bereleaſt. 

Exennt omnes, 
Enter Mortimer alone.  . 

Mor, in, TheKing mult dye,or Mortimer goes down, 
The Commons now begin to pitty him, 
Yet he that is the cauſe of Edwards death, 
Is ſureto pay for irwhen his ſonneis of age, 
Andthereforewill I docitcunningly, 
This Letrer wricten by a fricad of ours, 
Containes his death,yet bids them ſaue his life, 
E dwardnum occidere nolite timere bonum off. 
Feare not to kill the Kingztis good hed ; | 
But reade it thus;atd that's avother 
Edwardum ovetiipg nolive mers bounm eff, + 
Kill nor che is good cofeareche worlt. 


Vapc in «4 FoQ C's 
T hat being d&d@,iftreham eg 


 Matrenw and lf ereſt may bearerhe blame, 
And webe quitthatcaus 'dirto/beidone.... 
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Andby «ſecret robena 

Shall Remardeand 
Lightberne come tort 

Ligbt, What elſe.my 

Ator,in. And hat 


LIT oem: 
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Hearn'd in Naples howto 

To ſtrangle witha Lawne nar OREM 

To piercethe wind-pipe with a needles) point, 

Or whilſt one is aſleepe;totake a Quill 

And blow alictle powder in his eares, | 

Or open his mouth,and powrequick-{tluer downe, 

But yet I haue a braver way theathele. "2: $17 007 
tor, What's that? __ © (tricks. 
Light. Nay,you ſhallpardon me, none ſhall know my 
Merl carenot how}tis,ſo it be not (ide, 

. Deliver this to Garvey and Uatrenis, 

At every ten miles _ thou baſt a Horſe, 

Take this;away,and neuer fee memore. 

Light, No? 

Aer.Novnlefſethoubringmenewsof Edwards death. 

Ligbr, That will I quickly do,farewell my Lord. 
Mor. The Princel rule,che Queene dv "6a 0H 

And vith a lowly conge to the ground, | 

- eproudeſt Lords ſalute meas 1 2 

cate, I cancell,1 dowhat I will, 

Fear'd am | morethen lou'd,let mebe 

And when I frowne makeallthe Court i 

I view the Princewith eAriftercw 

Whoſe lookes wereas a breeching to a 

They thruſt —_ 

And The meforehat,that 

Whileatthe Connell Tab Table 

And not valikea baſhfull F 

Firſt I complaineof imb! 
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Enter the Joing King 4 roy ona 
Wa de by thegractofGod, 
iog zland, 
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King, pieraee here's rothee, -- - 

Qs. Lord Moriomey, now take him to your charge. 
Emer Sonldiers with the Earle of Kees prof priſoner. 

Afor,WhatTraytor haue we there with Blades & Bils? 

Sould, Eduordihe Eacle of Kent.. - 

King, What hath bedone? 

-Sonld. A would hauetaken the King away "2 euab 


As we were bringing him 0] 
? Edmond ſpeake, 


Ator. is, Did youattempt 
Edam. Mortimer, did;he is our Kiogs 
And thou compet it this Prince to weare the Crowne, 
Ator.in. Strike aff his bead;be fhall have Marſhall law. 
Edm, Strike off my head,baſe Traytor | defie thee, 
King. My Lord,he is my Vakle,and hall live. -: --. 
Mor. in, My Lord,he is your enemy,and ſhall dye. 
Edm, Stay Villaines, - © 
King, Sweete Motherif ! cannotpardon him, - 
Intreate my Lord ProteRtos for his life. 
'24. Sonne be content, I dave nor ſpeakea word. | 
Kmg. Nor [,and yet methigkes I ſhould command, 
But ſee S T cannor, Ie increarfor hirn: : 
My Lordiif) youwill let my Vakle live, | 
I will hulelewhel cometo age. 


a; . iv, Tis for your Fight goodand forks 
Realmes. 

How ofcen hall Ibid yoobexre him bence? 
- "Eiftw, pm 7 ERRTY 
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Mer.iv, Atour cominand once more away with him, 
£dm, Let me but (tay and ſpeake, I willnorgoe 
Either my Brother or his ſonne is King, | - 191) 
And none of borh them thirſt for Edavonds bload, 
And therfore Souldiers whither wr you RR | 
They hale Edmond 1 10 
io be beheaded. wg 
Xing, What ſafety mayIlooke for at his hands, 
ifthat my Vakle ſhall be murchered thus? Ind 
.Bu. Feare not ſweet boy,Ile guard thee from thy foes; 
Had Edmond lin'd he would haue ſoughtthy death, 
Come ſonne,weeleride a buntipgio theParke, 
King. Andſhall my Vnkle Edmond ride with vs? 
2a, Heis a Traytor,thinkenot on him, come. 
| Exenntonmnes, 
Enter /atrens and Gurney. 

HMatr. Gurney, | wonder the King dyesnot, 
Beingin a Vaule vp tothe knees in water, 
To which the channels of chaBaſtell runs, 
From whence a dampecontinually ariſcth, 
That were enough to poyſon any man, 
Much morea King brought vp ſo tenderly. 

Ger. And ſodoLAfarroworyelternight 
I opened but the dooreto throw him meate, 
And I was almoſt ſtifled with the ſauour, » 
AMatr, He hath a body able to endure 
More then we caginflit,and therefore now, 


Let vs afſaile his mind another while. 
Gwr. Sendfor himout thence,and1 will anger him, 
Matr, But ſtay,whoſe this? 

Enter Lightborne, 
Light. My LordProtedtor greetes you. 


Gur. Whats heere?T know nothow to conſtrue it. 
Atatr, Gurney, It was left ynpointed for thenonce, 


Eqdwardum occidere nolite timere, | _ 
That's his meaniog. k 
Light, Know youthis token, muſt have the King? _ 


of Edward the ſetend. 
This Villain'sſeatto make away the King, 
Gurney. | thought as much. . 
Matr, And when the murther's done, 
See how he muſt be handled for his labour, 
Pereat ifte, Let him baue theKing, 
What clſe, here's the Key es,this is the Lake, 
Doe as you are commanded by my Lord, 
Light. Il know what I muſt doe,get you away, 
Yet be not farre off, I ſhall need your helpe, 
Sec that in thenext roomelT havea Fire, 
And get me aSpit,and letitbered hot. - 
Matr. Very well. 
Gur. Neede you any thing beſfides? 
Light, What elſe, a Table and a Fetherbed. 
Gur, That'sall. 
Zight,I, I, ſo when Icall youzbriogitin. 
4atr. Feare not thouthart. | 
Gurn, Heer'sa light to gor intothe Dungeon, 


Light. So,now tnult I about this geere, neare was 
there any ; 
So finely handled asthis King (hall be, 


Feh,here's a place indeed with all my hearr. 
Edw. Whoſe there,what lighe is that, wherefore 
com'{t thou? ; 
Zigbe, Tocomfort you,and bring you toyfullgewes. 
Ze Sal comfort finds poore Eawardin thy lookes, 
Villaine I know thou com'ſt ro murder me. 
Light. Tomurther you my molt gracious Lord, 
Fatre is it from my heart to do you harme, 
The Queenefent mezto ſee how you were vicd, 
| For ſhe relentsat this your miſery, _ 
And what eyes canrefraine from ſhedding teares, . 
To ſeea King, in this moſt picious ſtate? ;" 0 
Edw. Weep'ſt thou already,liſtawhile tome; 
And then thy heart were it as Garwe-18, 
Or as Hatrexss, hewne from the Capcaſme,- 
Yetwill it melt,ere Ihave donemy tale. 


This Dungeon wherethey ME 


| The Tragedy 

Wherein the filch of all the Caltle falles, 

_ Liehi.O Villines] * 

Edw, And therein mireand puddle haue I ſtood, 
This ten dayes ſpace,and leſt thar | ſhould ſleepe, 

One playes continually vpona Drum, _ 

They giue me bread and water being a King, 

So that for want of (Icepe and ſuſtenance, 

My mind's diſtempered,and my bodic's num'd, 

And whether I haue limbs orno I keow nor, 

O would my bloud dropt outfrom euery veine; 

As doth this water from my tottered robes. 

Tell //abe!/the Queene, I look't notthus, 

When for her (akel ran attilt inFrance, 

And therevohor(t the Duke of Cleremonr, (heart; 
Light. O ſpeake no moremy Lord,thigbreakes my 

Lye onthis bed and reſt your ſelfe a while. 

Edv, Theſe lookes of thinecan harbour nought but 
 Tſee my Tragedy written in thy browes, (death, 
| Yet ſlay a while, forbeare thy bloudy hand, | 
And lctme ſge the (troke before it comes, 

T hat and even then when I thall loſe my life, 

My mind may be more [tedfaftton my God, (thus? 
Light. What meanes your Highnelſeto miſtruſtmee 
Edw, What meanes thou to ditſemble with me thus? 
Light. Fheſe bands were never (tain'd withinnocene 

Nor ſhall they now be cainted witha Kings. (bloud, 

Eaw. Forgiue my thought, for hauing fucha thought, 

OnelTewell haue | left, receiuethou this, | 

Still feare I, and I know not what's che cauſe, 

Burt cuery 1oynt ſhakes as ] giueit rhee: 

O ifchou harbourſt murtherinthy heart, - 

Let this gife change thy mind,and fauethy ſoule,. 

Know that | am a Kiog,ohat thar name, 

| feclea bell of griefewhereis my Crowne: 

Gone,gone, and doe I remaine? | 

Light, Your ouer-warcht myLord,lyedowneand reſt. 
Eaw, Butthat griefe keepesme waking, I ſhould fleepe. 
For not theſetendayes hayetheſe eye: lids clos'd; 


Now: 


of Edward the ſecond. 
Now asI ſpeake they fall, and yet with feare 
Open againe,O wherefore ſits thou heere? 
obs, If you miſtruſt me,llebe gone my Lord. 
Eaw. Nogno, forifthou meanſtto murther me, 
Thou wilt returne againe,and therefore ſtay. 
Zight, He fl | 
Eaw, O let me not dye yet;O ſlay awhile. 
Zight. How-now-my Lord, 
Eaw, Some thing (tillbuzzeth in mine cares, 
And telsmeifIleepe I never wake, 
This feare is that which makes metremblechus, 
And therefore tell me,wherefore art thou come? 
Light, To rid theeof thy life, Aarrens come, 
Eaw, I am too weakeand feebleto reliſt, 
Aſliſt me ſweet God,and receive my ſoule, 
Ligbe. Runneforthe Table. 
Edw. O ſpare me,or diſpatch meina trice. 
Light. So, lay the Table downe,and ſtampe onir, 
But not too hard,leſt that you bruiſe his 'c 
_ Adarr, I feare me that this cry will raiſethe Towne, 
And therefore let vs take horſe and away. 
Light. Tell me irs,was it not bravely done? 
Gar, Excellent rw take Yor for thy reward. 
T hen Gurney ſtabs Liphtborne. 
Come let vs caſt the body in the Mie 
And beare the Kings to Afortimer our Lord,away. 
| Exennt omnes, 
Emer Mortimer and IU{atrents. 
Mer. in. Iſt done, Matrenss, andthe murtherer dead? 
AMatr, I my good Lord, I would it were vndone. 
Mor. in, Matrexss, ifrhou growelt penitent 
He be thy ghoſtly farher,cherefore chuſe 
Or elſe dye by the hand of 2dortimer. | 
AMatr, Gurney, my Lord,isfled,and will I feare 
Betray vs both,therefore ler me fiye. 
Mer, in, Fly to the Sauages. 
Afarr. l humbly thanke your Honour. "Bp 
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___]- | <Mor, in, As for my (elfe, I ſtand as Jones hugetree, 
=_ '  Andothergare but ſhrubs compar' drome, $ 

All tremble at my name,and Ifeare none, 

Lets ſee yho. dare impeach me for hisdeath? 

Emer the Queen. 
s, A Mortimer the King my (onne bath newes, 

His father's dead,and we haue murthered him. 

Afor. in. What if he haue? the Kiogis yeta child, 

Que, 1,I, bur he teares his haire and wrings his hands, X 
Andvowes to bereueng dypon vs both, a 
Intothe Councell Chamber heis-gone, 

To crauethe aid andſuccgur of his Peeres, 

Aye me,ſee where he comes; and they with him, 

Ngw Aeortaner begins our Tragedy. 

Enter the King with the Lords. 

Lords,Feare not my Lord,know that you area King. 

King, Villaine, 

_— Cor. iu, How now my Lord? 

6 Kino, Thinkenot thac Iam frighted with thy words, 

- My father's murthered through thy trechery, 

— And thou ſhalt dye,and on his mournfull Herſe, 

Thy batefull and accurſed head ſhall Iye , 

To witneile to the world,that by tby mcages. 

His Kiegly body was too ſoone inter d, 

? 2», Weepenotſweeteſonne. 

We, | King, Forbid.not me to weepe,hewas my Father, 

| And had you lou'd him halfeſo welt as I, 

You could not beare his deaththus patiently, 

Bur you l feare conſpir'd with 1fortimer. 

Lords. Why ſpeake you not vato my Lord the King? 

7fer, is, Becauſe thinke ſcorne to be accus d, 

Who isthe mandares ſay. I murthered him? 

Xing. Traytour,ia me my louing Father ſpeakes, 

Ard plainely faith, was thou that murtheredſt him, 
Afor,iv, But hath your Grace no other proofe then 
King. Yesif this bethe hand of Aſortimer, (this? 
Afor, tn, Falle Gurney hath betray'd me and himlſelfe. 
Le.1tear'd as much,murthercannor be hid. _ 

or. 
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&/ Edward the floowd. 
Ator. iu, Tis my hand, what gathe 
King, T hat thither choudidſiſend 


- 
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you by hi 
a Murtheter 


Mor. in, What Marthgrert bring forth the man Ifent. 
King. Ab Mortimer;thou know'(t that he is laine; 


And ſo ſhale thow be too: why (ayes hebeere? 
Bring him vatoa Hurdle, drag him forth, | 
Hang him I ſay, andſer his quarters vp, 
But bring his head backe preſently tome. - 
2n,For my ſakefwexeſonne pitty XZortimier. 
Mor, in, Madameintreat not] will ratherdye, 
Then ſuefor lifevnto a paltry Boy. 
King, Hence with'the Trayror;with the Murtherer, 
Mor.in, Baſe Fortune,now I fee,thatinthy Wheele 
Thereis a point,to which whetrmen aſpire, 
They tur»v!c headlongdowne,that point I coucht, 
And ſeeing there was no placetomount vp higher, 
Why ſhould I grieue atmy declining fall? 
Farewell faireQueene,weepe not for ortimer, 
T hat ſcornes the World,and as a Traveller 
Goes todiſcouer Countries yet ynknowne. 
King. What,ſuffer you the Traytor to delay? 
9x. As thou receiud'it thy life from me, 
Spill not the bloud of gentle Mortimer, 
King, This argues that you ſpile my Fachess bloud, 
Els would be rr ro for Mortimer. 
©0 ae, 1 ſpills oud?.. mt 
Kin g.1 Madmaoooctb the rumourrunnes. 
Oe. Tharrumour isvatrue,forlouing thee, 
Is this report rais'd on poore 7/bel/, 
Xing. I do notthinke her ſo vanaturall. 
Lords, My Lord, I feare meit. will prouetoo true, 
King. Mother you are ſuſpeed for his death, 
And therefore we commit you tothe Tower, 
Tillfurther tryalthe madethereof, 
If zou be guilty,chough 1.be your ſonne, | b- 
Thinke not to fnademe ſlack or pittifall. I © 5. 
2n, Nay,to niy death,fortoo long haucl liud, s 


When as my ſonne thinkes to abridgemy dayes, — — "oo 
re ad ©" King, Ry 
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